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rom the first accounts of the Korean
jet incident, much has been confused and
illusory. As the days have passed, each
baring a revelation contradicting previous
“fact,” we’re faced with unadorned salvos
from both camps’ propaganda factories,
all intent on covering up mistakes and
making political hay from the tragedy.
For much of our lives, the possibility
has always been real that just such an
unplanned, unfortunate incident would
embroil us in a “hot” (nuclear) war. The
day following the first accounts, I was
party to a distinguished public servant’s
call for a response, even a hot response,
for this “utterly uncivilized act” ... an act
he compared to the worst Nazi atrocities.
Such confusion between disgust for mor
ally unacceptable behavior and a desire
for retribution, “at whatever cost,” is both
dangerous and deluding. We need, as
citizens of this fragile planet, to sort our
way out of the nuclear nightmare our
mutual paranoia has erected. It will re
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quire all our patience, ingenuity and
commitment.
Though we can be grateful that events
have not spiralled out of control, there’s
much to learn from the behavior of all
parties. The Russians, having studied the
Nixon crew’s coverup, have stonewalled,
twisted every detail to their advantage,
claimed “sacred” authority for their ac
tions, and returned all accusations whole
cloth. Like all bureaucracies caught in the
act, they’ve taken the low road and will
utlimately pay for their inability to admit a
mistake.
Reagan, while fending off the howling
jackals of the far right, who termed this
the “first battle of World War III,” chose
instead the mantle of the statesman. A
more timely incident couldn’t have been
found to allay the fears of an electorate
convinced the man is looking for a war to
fight. Yet even as the campaign to re
baptize the “ugly bear” unfolds, details
about the U.S. spy plane flying nearby
make such moral outrage less convincing
and even raise questions about what new
information will come to light.
As Dwight D. Eisenhower realized 25
years ago, there can be no winners in a
war between superpowers. Yet the major
players continue to operate as if the old
rules were still in play. No one wants the
world to end, but greed and fear continue
to push us all to the brink.
Today, 13 women and men in sites
across the planet are fasting for life, “until
a significant step is taken to halt the arms
race.” They began their fast on August 6.
In the current political climate, they are
likely to become martyrs, but they, and
we, should realize the full impact of their
venture. Write Reagan. Write Andropov.
Write anyone you believe needs to hear
your feelings. And join with others to raise
your voice for peace. The days for “bus
iness as usual” have passed.
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hen the sun came up in Portland
on August 7th, it illuminated strange white
figures painted on the sidewalks. They
were outlines of people (a child with a
teddy bear, a couple embracing, some
one in a wheelchair, an infant, a person

crouched) and they appeared on street
corners throughout the city. People aris
ing Sunday morning to find these unex
pected apparitions were perhaps puz
zled. Some were angry. In at least one
neighborhood, the faithful were out scrub
bing them off the sidewalks in front of
their churches before services began.
At 10:00 am, August 7th, Hiroshima
Day, a group of Portland area artists ap
peared at a press conference to explain
the significance of the shadows: they
were intended to be reminiscent of the
ghastly shadows left by people whose
bodies blocked the incredible light of the
atomic bomb dropped on Hiroshima 38
years ago. These painted shadows, how
ever, were taken from live figures.
Over 200 people had spent the previ
ous night stenciling, a large number of
them artists. They had prepared carefully,
gathering to learn how to make the
shadows. They were given sheets of a
plastic material and were told how to use
a light or the sun to cast a shadow that
could be traced or to simply lay down and
have someone else draw around the
body. Then an impermanent mixture of
chalk and latex was used to paint around
the stencil. They attended a meeting in
which the legal implications of their ac
tions were explained to them. In fact,
there were fifteen citations for vandalism
and one arrest the night of August 6.
There was some community outrage in
response to the paintings. A number of
letters appeared in the press decrying
such mischief, the Oregonian denounced
it as defacement of public property and
the Mayor said that even though he “un
derstood,” he did not approve, because
it gives the city “a messy uncared for
look.”
But many of us were moved by the
shadows, reminded each time we step
ped over one how close we are to this
possibility. Parents have been required
to answer insistent questions from their
children. Really it was a very gentle way
to remind us that the world’s governments
are tinkering with inconceivable human
destruction. One participant said she felt
it was an act of laying down the souls of
individual people.
Our steady Pacific Northwest rain will
soon wash the remaining figures from the
streets. There is a lot of work ahead. We
want to thank those 200 for their good

Eugene Bureau
Laurie M c C la in ................. 344-1930
Seattle Bureau
Linda Ballantine ............... 322-8711

Advertisers please call
(503) 222-6039
Winter Deadlines
C o p y ...................................... Oct. 21
Advertising ........................... Nov. 17
Subscriptions are $5 for 4 issues. Send
your name and address (include zip) to:
CSQ, 2522 SE Clinton, Portland, OR
97202. We’ll send you the paper and 2
tickets to the Clinton St. Theatre.

N

I TH early 5 years ago, the FREE Clinton
St. Quarterly was first published in Port
land. It was conceived as a responsible,
provocative newspaper with a political
bent, which featured the work of under
utilized local writers and artists. As the
years have rolled by, the personnel have
changed, we’ve won dozens of awards,
and the paper has evolved. We are now
a regional quarterly, printing 35,000
copies in two editions. With this issue, we
begin circulation in Eugene, a community
that has responded enthusiastically to our
first efforts there. And we celebrate the
beginning of our 2nd year in Seattle, a
birthday that finds us in a unique position
to share the best talents our region has
fostered. While we continue to take our
politics very seriously, we’ll also match
our humor, culture, fiction and artwork
with anyone in this neck of the woods.
The Clinton St. Quarterly continues to
be free because that guarantees our ad
vertisers that all our papers get distri
buted, and picked up, in marked contrast
to the substantial returns of many publica
tions. We depend on you, our readers, to
let the CSQ's advertisers know you heard
about them from us, and that you ap
preciate their support of this publication.
And of course, if you want to make a per
sonal contribution, take out a subscription
for yourself or a friend. It guarantees you
won’t miss even one exciting issue, and
makes a great, modestly-priced gift,
especially to an out-of-towner who
misses, or wants to learn more about, the
Northwest.
Quite frankly, we’re not getting rich
doing this. Though we wouldn’t mind.
We’re just trying to print the best possible
paper we can. Join us.
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he sun rising over the Ramona mountains was waking
me when I first knew of him. At least when I was first
conscious of knowing him. I was sleeping on my back
on the sun porch. My mother had said it will feel like
faint little scratches from inside, very low, near the pubis,
and when you realize it's the baby moving, you'll realize
that you've been feeling it for several days. You just didn't
know what it was.
I call the being I knew then a "he" because I found
this out later. At the time, the issue of gender was unim
portant, it was the least of considerations, the least of
the experience I was having. I certainly didn't have a
preference, though I think his father did. It was all too
new for me. I felt so passive in that riverine light, in the
enormity of the possession, the sense of being totally
possessed. Maybe because I was so young, still just a
girl in my parent's house.
Was it his legs, his arms, his fingers scratching at me
from inside, so low? 414 months along. I lay there in the
ray of sun feeling the human being inside me, kicking,
hitting, grabbing, pleading, holding. The beginning.
Daniel.

Stereotypes
Sept 1. 1982
My friend Tom Jay says “ It’s very
Homeric down on the line. Ajax in the Iliad
is very much like a lineman."
Frosty Bennet says “ Football is one of
the things that makes this country in
teresting.” I think he is right, I feel this
too, but it is a mystery to which I have
few clues. How can I be interested in foot
ball?
I leave town sadly. It is hard to go off
to Utah, to leave this place, Port Town
send, Washington, where I feel at home,
to leave the man I love, for the foreign
culture and geography of Utah. Besides
my son’s dorm number at the University
of Utah where he is on a fifth year athletic
scholarship, I have two addresses. One
is a very old friend’s, a devout Mormon,
and the other is that of a friend of Port
Townsend friends, a gay man. Tony says
he can get me a job as a bartender at the

Sun, the famous Salt Lake City gay bar.
Mormons, football players, and gays.
Where am I going? What am I doing?
All across the thousand miles, In fact
through the whole season I will see in my
mind’s eye the Port Townsend Leader
newsphoto taped to Christina Pacosz’ re
frigerator, a photograph of two local high
school football players. These Redskins
are very mean-looking young men. Chris
has written in an angry hand above the
photo, “What is missing from this pic
ture?" And answered beneath it, “ First
and foremost, these boys learned to kill
what is soft and vulnerable and tender.”
“ But,” Chris continues in another colored
ink, indicating that this is an ongoing
breakfast conversation, “She doesn’t die
easily.” And in still another ink: “ Football.
War. Not much difference.”
Most likely this would be my position
on football if I didn’t have a football player
for a son, if I hadn’t raised the boy who I
swear was born an athlete. The similarity

between war and football is real and can
not be denied. There is a large difference
too — Tom Jay says, "It’s fun to hit other
people with real strict rules. Good to know
where you’re at.” — and it is in this under
standing, mixed with a lot of hunches and
intuition, that I, a mother, who is also a
feminist and a poet, attempt to hold my
self.
Long ago I vowed I would not do what
parents universally do to their children
when they reach young adulthood: get on
the other side of them. I trust my son. I
miss him terribly in my life. I want to see
what he has done to become a man of
21. I want to see him play in his Senior
year, the culminating season of his whole
school career. After all, I was there at the
beginning and all through the middle. I
want the pleasure and joy, his story, the
intellectual and creative challenge. I want
to give him support and to be around
when this part of his life ends, and yes,
to be an influence, or at least a reminder
of what might happen next. I said I would
do this when he left home at seventeen.
Because of the way I live I can do this:
leave, go to another state. I carry three
cardboard boxes with me of writing,
stories, journals, poems, anecdotes,
quotes I’ve collected since his birth when
advanced
physical
extremely
his
capabilities made him seem like a super
boy. Perhaps I’ll write a book about foot
ball.
Stereotype: I raised my son in the
counter-culture. His first experience with
war was when he was six, his sister,
Shawn was three and we were de
monstrating at Century Plaza in Los
Angeles against Lyndon Johnson and his
ongoing war in Asia. Helicoptors
swarmed above us like flies with machine
guns pointed at us. The crowd rioted from
the armed agitation of the police and I
vowed I’d never take my children to a
large public demonstration again. I felt it
was important to protect their psyches, I
wanted them to grow out of love, not out
of fear, reaction and panic.
I raised him in a world in which the
values were of non-competitiveness, non
violence, non-materialism, anti-racism,
anti-sexism, anti-military, anti-war. I
raised him on the road, in free schools,
without television, without spankings or
even discipline as it is normally under
stood, on food-stamps, on subsistence
earnings, on welfare. The neighbors,
when we had them, on Topanga Beach,
and in Plainfield, Vermont and Men
docino, California, were dopesmoking,
longhaired communards and outlaws,
political radicals, artists, musicians,
poets, farmers, vegetarians, dropouts,
nature lovers and revolutionaries —
people utterly burned out on this culture’s
fascism and greed, epitomized most
clearly in its war on Vietnam. The man
who helped to raise him, from five to fif
teen, his stepfather in all but the legal
sense, had served time for refusing induc
tion into the army and for possession of
marijuana.
Through all this, Danny's longing was
to be straight. Like the father who had
disappeared when he was so young, like
his grandfather with money, his big cars,
his beautiful property in Ramona. Two
days after Danny graduated from Men
docino High School, probably one of the
most counter-culturally influenced high
schools in the country, his sister and I
drove him to Salt Lake City. They took
him immediately into the weight room and
did some tests. They told me he was the
strongest kid they’d ever taken off the
streets, that is, one who had not had
weight lifting training. They also said,
“ Dan, your biggest problem is going to
be in getting your Mean together. You
were raised by a hippy mom.”
Stereotype: the dumb jock. He has dys
lexia. Five years at the University of Utah
and he still can't read or write well. Tom
Jay: “It is a very intellectual game. It ap
peals to the mind. Dummies don’t play it.
They can’t." That football is intellectual is
something else I will learn for myself, from
watching the games, attending practices
daily. That my son has great intelligence
has always been obvious. Even so, be
cause of his great difficulties in school,
he has been given countless LQ. tests.
He always scores in the superior level.
Athletes, I have learned, are often dys
lexic. Dyslexics, to put it in very general

terms, are non-linear. The perception —
some studies say the vision — is “three
dimensional.” This is why syllables of
words become switched, words are seen
backwards, words from the line above are
pulled down into the line being read. In
fact, studies show that the mind of a dys
lexic works at a greater capacity than the
constrictive, restrictive linear mind, dys
lexia being a greater synthesis of the right
and left hemispheres of the brain: the
creative, the dream, the unconscious is
brought more fully into the world. And the
“three dimensional," right-brain access
often makes them great athletes. Evi
dently it is easier to run successful plays
on a football field when the mind can hold
the many components of a single play,
when it can see the whole field in action
at one time.
For three seasons Danny played tight
end. As he put it in an article in the Salt
Lake City Tribune in August, “ I did catch
two touchdown passes — against Boise
State and New Mexico — and both were
on busted plays. I was supposed to be
blocking each time but I slipped off my
man and there I was for the quarterback
to spot.”
It must have been the New Mexico
game that an old lover of mine saw Danny
play. He wrote me a postcard from Al
buquerque — it was the first time I'd
known in years of his whereabouts — rav
ing about what a great tight end Danny
is and hinting that he himself may have
had some influence on the kid.
By his fourth year, Utah had four tight
ends and Danny was redshirted. (Kept on
D

-----------------------------------------------

anny's longing was to be
straight. Like the father
who had disappeared
when he was so young,
like his grandfather with
money, his big cars, his
beautiful property.
scholarship but not allowed to play — it
preserved his eligibility). The coach,
Wayne Howard — Danny chose Utah
over all the other schools that recruited
him because he loved this man — res
igned last spring. A new coach, a new
position: offensive tackle. Danny went
from 225 to 275 in a couple of months.
(He has been six foot five since he was
fifteen.)
The new coach, Chuck Stobart, a
Methodist from Ohio, is of the “old
school.” There are disturbing rumors that
he is converting to Mormonism. “The mis
sionaries are visiting us regularly,” his
wife will put it during the Wyoming game.
At any rate, the team is required to pray
together before and after each game.
Midway through the season I will ask my
son what he prays, and how, knowing I
never taught him.
“Well,” he tells me “ I remember what
I learned in my philosophy class in high
school. We hold hands in a large circle,
the lights are turned out, we bow our
heads and have silent prayer. I concen
trate very hard, you know, like meditation.
I imagine energy hitting me from Men
docino. I see energy coming at me from
Florence like a huge ball of lightning. I
see it coming at me from my Dad’s in
Manhattan Beach. I see it coming from
Port Townsend, even though I’ve never
been there. I get bombarded with light
shooting at me from all the places that
love me and it fills me with powerful
energy. Then, last of all, I see the light
coming at me from the place the team is
from. Las Vegas, San Diego, Texas.
“Then I'm ready. I’m stoked. Nothing
can stop me. I m ready to go out there.
And play."

Cheerleader
Sept, j 1982
I’m at a rest stop near Twin City, Idaho.
A high school football team arrives. They
climb out of the bus to pee, stretch, a ten
minute break from the long drive. This is

Clinton St. Quarterly

5

the first week of school, they are on their
way to their first game of the season.
Malad High.
I have just crossed a river named
Malad. Another named Malheur. These
names seem ominous to me, a serious
hint of something dark. Still, there was
the smell of alfalfa, the spill of little clouds
onto the gold land of my rearview. Then
the song as I pulled into the rest stop by
the B52s. Living in your own / private
Idaho / on the ground / like a wild potato.
I could drive forever. But I have to stop
myself, to pee, to let Moonlight out, to
exercise.
The boys are wearing white jerseys
with large red numbers on their chests.
The same colors as Utah, as Mendocino,
as Vermont, as Malibu. My son's teams
have always been red and white. The
coaches, four of them, are young, with
big bellies, dressed in identical red sweat
suits. Moonlight has already made their
acquaintance, is leaning, mooneyed,
against a very fat boy, number 64.
I do the exercises I have done since I
was twelve and first became alarmed at
how large my thighs were becoming.
Sweat trickles beneath my bobbing
breasts. Behind me I hear loud, forced
guffaws. Forced as in peer pressure. Is
the team laughing at me? It is possible,
in fact likely. I am, no doubt, absurd look
ing. But I keep the ball in the air, I keep
bending to the hot blowing wind, to a pur
ple multi-blossomed bush of the desert
so near my face, down and around a
mosquito who keeps taking aim at my pink
flesh but missing, as I tack and plea,
bounce and bob, do my own private cheer
to the lone gull from home standing on
one foot facing me on the visitor’s gravel:
Give me an M l Give me an A! Give me
an L-A-D! whatdaya have, lads?MALAD!
And let me tell ya, Mom. That’s BAD! I
hear the boys behind me boarding the
bus, leaving. The B52s Idaho-Potato
punk song wafting back from the Inter
state.

The Room At The Top. In the elevator, I
go the twelve flights with a huge fat drunk
silver-haired rich-looking sixty year old
stereotypic businessman with a Southern
drawl, laughing too loud, too excited —
that horny-man-laugh so devoid of emo
tion — and a very young, beautiful Orien
tal prostitute.

G a m e tim e —
vs. M o n ta n a

U ta h

E a rly e ve n in g

I saw him last, as if he wasn’t one of a
hundred identical costumed and hooded
figures way down there and I just one of
28,000. Oh, he’s so beautiful! Such great
spirit he has! Swinging those thick arms
out in front of him. Running. Warming up.
Hugging 65.
Kick-off! The announcer bellows:
"Monroe catches the ball at the four, cuts
to the left side-line, dodges the final Bob
cat midfield and races into the end zone. ”
Touchdown! The first play of the first
game! 96 yards! No one can quite believe
it. Then 28,000 people go crazy. The team
goes crazy. Laughter flying with the per
fume and aftershave. Number 65 jumps
into Danny’s arms, his huge feet kicking
in the air, like a bride. Danny carrying 65
around the field just like he’s a bride! The
crowd out of its mind.
I suddenly recall what my fellow poet,
and a former high school football player,
Tom Jay told me. “There was this other
middle guard in the league, a Mexican
guy, who was as well known as I was.
We were written up a lot in the L. A. Times,
the Valley papers. We weighed the same,
our statistics were similar, we were middle
guards, finally the game came. We were
sofineifemalfefie^^
struggle,

The crowd is shocking. Suddenly,
twenty eight thousand people. I’ve been
alone on the road for so long. The sense
of absurdity as I find my seat, right in the
center of everything — Danny has left me
a ticket at will call — of having left my
whole life, of having driven a thousand
miles to get to this football game.
The women around me all look like
prostitutes, like the woman in the elevator:
the false eyelashes, the black eyeliner,
the breasts up to the chin, the gaudy col
ors, the high fashion, the perfumes (oh,
the smells!), the high heels, clickety-clickclick up and down the cement stadium
steps. Then I remember that this is how
women in Utah look. They dress up like
whores, their men like tricks and pimps,
to go to Church. For the first time it o c c u rs ^
to me that the woman in the e le v a td r'th a ^ M t e ^ W
W p ^ W
not have been a prostitute, that K is'S ^
her behavior was in fact t y p i c a i 'j ^ a ^
couple behavior,
I

d ^ m fe ^ s ltte e n
r e ’d ^ ^ m ' l i B o Je^ach

to myself. Two rows in front of me is an
amazing looking couple, again, in their
mode of behavior with each other, the
prostitute-pimp construct. She is very
beautiful, with long silky white-yellow hair,
painted nails, black lashes at half-mast.
He’s 60 at least, maybe 70. He’s dressed
more silky than she. She’s in the act of
seducing him the whole game. He
watches the game (like a man), she
watches him (like a woman). I watch the
game, my son bent to the line, from be
hind her red gleaming pouty mouth, her
flaring nostrils, her black lashed stare at
him. She’syoung. He’s rich. He’s pretend
ing to be bored, she’s about to come. I’ve
never seen men and women act this way
to each other except in the movies. What
on earth do they want from each other?
Suddenly Montana is leading 12-10!
The scoreboard, a marvel of electronic
wizardry, declares "The Bobcats could
upset the heavily favored Utes if they
don’t get it together."
Fourth quarter. 16-12, Utes. Fourth
down goal for Montana. They don’t make
it.
A blue and gold player slamming his
head into the turf.
How I can’t help but hurt for him.
Hot beginning, hot ending, final score:
30-12. Utah Utah Utah!

Coaches Show
Septem bers
“ C’mon Mom. Every Sunday at three
is Coaches Show.” His grin is so large.
“ Yeah,” one off the guys says. “ Dan’s
the star. They usually ask him to be on
it.” “Ah, shut up!” Danny says, hitting him.
The announcer is saying to coach
Stobart, “ I’ve never heard of a situation
like this. First play of the season, a
touchdown.”
I try to concentrate but don’t do well. I
just want to look at all of them. Danny
and I can’t quit grinning at each other.

D--------

anny sits in the-passen
ger seat Gino on my
bed. What a sight! Two of
the largest men in the
world, they look like a dif
ferent species.

used to soy to him,
"Donny, if the American
flag means anything, it
means I have the right
not to stand for it."
Back in the van I study the map for
Malad. An old Oldsmobile convertible
painted dull silver pulls up behind me. The
couple in front looks hot, exhausted.
There are three little boys in the back seat.
Even the one year old has a butch haircut.
The man turns and wacks the oldest up
side the head. As the screaming goes on
I remember Danny at three, just before I
left his father. George had snuck him to
the barbershop and had his thick blond
curls shaved off. When I went in to check
him that night after he’d gone to sleep,
the bristly stickers left on his head made
me nauseous. It was the first time I didn’t
want to kiss him. But, of course, I did.

Looking For A Football
Team
September 4
Mid Saturday afternoon
The girl behind the football dorm desk
says the whole team went to the Hilton
last night, that she thinks there’s a recep
tion there for them this afternoon. So I
drive back down into the city, wondering
if it's okay if I show up. I wouldn't want to
make him nervous before the first game.
Running around the Hilton. How funny
the place seems to me. So preposterous
somehow, so plastic and artificial. “ I’m
looking for a football team!”
Finally the cute car attendent tells me
they were checked in for the night. “ But
I think they’re gone now. We were given
orders to tell no one, to let no one in. They
brought them here to keep them away
from all outside influences, girlfriends,
wives, media.”
This seems much more logical to me
than what the girl at Austin Hall said. But
what an expense . . . to bring the whole
team down ten blocks to the Hilton Hotel
just to keep them away from loved ones.
And how old fashioned.
I decide since I’m here to check out
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I feel totally out of place, totally con
spicuous. The faded rags I’m wearing. Al
ready something in me wants to sell out,
blend in, get my hair cut like their’s, use
a little eyeliner, no, a lot of eyeliner. I tell
myself I’m just spaced from the long drive,
the dislocation, the outrageously beautiful
sun setting right in my eyes, the loss of
self in the 28,000, who suddenly rise en
masse singing The Star Spangled Ban
ner.
The Star Spangled Banner! Shit! I for
got all about this.
It’s been five years since I last had to
refuse to stand for the flag, probably the
Sports Award Banquet when the Men
docino American Legion bestowed upon
Danny the Athlete Scholar Award. Or was
it his graduation? Breaking out in a sweat,
I stand my ground, that is, I keep sitting,
a dwarfed mouse in the fashionably risen
bodies all gloriously belting out the patrio
tic song. I grow certain that a few people
behind me, particularly one man at my
right shoulder, is singing louder and
louder, directly into my ear, for my unbe
lievable gall, my insult. I feel sorry, fragile,
vulnerable, teary. I remember what I used
to say to Danny — the poor kid, years of
football and basketball games in our small
towns and his mom always refused to
stand for the flag — I used to say to him,
“ Danny, if the American flag means any
thing, it means I have the right not to stand
for it.” It’s one of the few things he never
complained of me about. He was there
when I took the vow, in Arlington Ceme
tery during the Vietnam War when so
many boys, my brothers, Vietnamese and
Americans, were killing and being killed
in its name.
And there they are! A hundred red and
white football players charging the field!
Danny! Bounding out, I spot him in
stantly, he’s 64, breaking from the mass.
I’d recognize him anywhere, just as if I’d
fixed him dinner tonight, as if it hasn’t
been nine months since Christmas when

emotionalism, in kind and degree, so
poignant and large that I will witness
nearly daily for the next five months.
There will be times when I will be embar
rassed by the display of so much raw
emotion. The frequent tears, the frequent
open articulation of love and concern from
one young man to another, and to others,
male and female, not on the team, is
hardly
the
stereotype
of
the
musclebound,
out-of-touch-with-theemotions-He-man football player.
Now I’m back into the game, Danny’s
all I care about. For watching him, I miss
major plays. Everyone yelling. Don’t know
what’s going on. He’s on the offensive
line. Don’t really know what that means.
Can’t tell if he’s doing good. I’ll learn. Ha!
I’m going to learn football!
The deep orange glow of the desert
mountains. The Oquirrh’s.
So many people. A stadium full of hook
ers. So many of them pregnant. I re
member the night before Danny was born,
I went to my brother’s football game in
Ramona. I was too huge to describe.
Somebody gasped, “What are you doing
here?” I had by that time just given up on
his ever coming. I’d accepted that I was
going to walk around with a giant football
for a belly for the rest of my life. After the
game, some friends came home with us.
I went into the bedroom, the guys started
playing poker, my water broke, George
and I swam down that mountain to the
hospital, my water flooding the back seat
of the car. Ramona High won the game
that night. I think my brother Clarke was
a quarterback. Or was it a fullback? I have
to learn these things.
Half time. 10-6. Danny running off the
field. Turning around, running back to 73.
They run off together, talking. 73: So
that’s Gino. His roommate. Gene Knickrem. Offensive Tackle. I thought Danny
said he was a guard.
Third quarter. My old problem: I’m too
much the visual. I get caught in people’s
auras, get stuck, can’t get out, get back

After the show I can tell him all about
my trip and what happened yesterday,
how I tried to go to the Sun on Friday
night when I pulled into town. “You mean
the gay bar?” I explain that and about the
Hilton. He’s laughing at me. He seems
so mature, so high and happy somehow.
He seems almost proud of me. Here’s the
mother I’ve been trying to tell everyone
about and you haven’t believed me. Now
you’ll see. For last Christmas I gave him
and his sister large photo albums of their
lives, from pregnancy to the present.
Danny kept saying, “ send me some pic
tures, Mom, so I can show Sandra my
background. Her father flew jets over Vie
tnam. I tell her I was raised a hippy, how
anti-Vietnam you were. She doesn’t be
lieve me. Send pictures!”
“That was an awesome photo album
you gave Dan for Christmas,” Gino says
when we meet, a voice so low you want
to stoop down and scoop it up for him. I
react to awesome in the way I’d use the
word, awesome is in fact exactly what I
meant it to be, but )t hen I remember this
is a favorite word of my teenage punk
nieces in Oregon. Awesome. It means
something a little like groovy.
I keep asking questions about what
they did at the Hilton. I keep thinking about
that prostitute, if in fact she was one.
“We saw Patton."
"Patton, the movie?
“Yeah, Stobart said Patton will make
us want to win no matter what.”
I begin to go off on one of my rambles.
“ Do you remember Nancy Patton? She
was Patton’s niece.” Nancy places high
on Danny’s list of Mom’s Craziest Friends.
“The black guys call you Mendocino
Mama. They want to know if you have
any mindbenders with you.”

Practice
September 13
Clapping! All of them! Yelling!

Coming together like prayer. So many
nales, the deep moan-chant from their
hundred throats, spread out in a cross,
my son at the center, running hard in
place falling, counting, highpitched yells.
Screaming like Indian women for their
dead, like Ute women keening . . .
(“They used to be called the Redskins,
but the Indians protested.”)
Counting. Clapping. Running back
wards . . .
Army, like soldiers for their dead . . .
Helmets. Like astronauts. Like as
tronauts on the moon . . .
It’s not that he’s slow. It’s his enormous
form taking up so much space. His lope.
A sort of long-taking stride, a lazy graceful
landing. He never was afraid of falling.
“Come on Doubiago!” A voice down
there explodes, up, hitting me in the heart,
echoes around the cement stadium.
“Come on Doubiago!” as they hit. Shatter
of shoulder pads.

Love
It’s raining hard by the time practice is
over. “ Mom, wait!” As I turn back to him,
rain and sweat pouring off him, enormous
in the uniform, making me feel dwarfed,
a little like a Catholic school girl, “ Give
me and Gino a ride back to the gym, will
you?” I notice four or five guys behind
him doing something like crawl-andfacedowns the length of the field. They
run ten yards, then fall flat on their faces
and bellies, completely prostrate, then
jump back up, run the next ten yards,
crash to the ground again. A coach is
walking alongside of them in the pouring
rain. It looks a little unbelievable. Are they
really going the whole length of the field?
“They had penalties in the game.
They’re called U-Reminders."
We all climb into my little Psyche.
Moonlight, left in the van, is delighted.
After greeting them, he scrunches into
my sleeping bag in the back behind the
boxes of writing, looking ahead eagerly,
tongue wagging. Danny sits in the pas
senger seat, Gino on my bed. What a
sight! Two of the largest men in the world,
they look like a different species. Beautiful
smell of sweat and rain. My incense and
wine smells.
In my rearview I see Gino pick up one
of my three “ Son” pillows, the one that
has the photograph of Danny at 16 during
a Mendocino homecoming game. My sis
ter made that one. The picture appeared
on the front page of the Mendocino
Beacon. Midgame they changed his pos
ition so he had to change his number. So
there he is shirtless in his shoulder pads,
golden curls all down his neck and eyes,
golden belly button, so much slimmer, so
boyish, his hair long, I can still hear the
girls going out of their minds, catcalling
and whistling, and the cypress and sea
waving behind him, Mendocino High,
surely the most beautiful football field in
the world. The pillow looks small in Gino’s
hands. He doesn’t say anything.
Danny doesn’t seem embarrassed by
me now as he was in high school. How
much more mature he seems. Self-confi
dent.
As I drive up the hill to the Special
Events Center, feeling their weight on
Psyche’s engine, I reach for the other pil
low. “ Remember this?”
He takes it in his hands. “ Yeah. Jan
made it for me."
It’s a crocheted pillow, red and white,
and it says in the weave AMERICAN PRO
#52. Jan was the sister of poet Bill Root,
my age. Danny was 15, Jan was 17. She
wanted to get married. I hitchhiked to Elk
to get him rubbers, so afraid they'd get
pregnant. After thinking about it for awhile
I gave my permission. What better way
at 15 to get educated, I realized, than to
get married! A good education. He broke
with her a few weeks after I said okay. I
always suspected his basketball coach
put him up to it. What I love most about
the pillow is that it’s stuffed with her used
panty hose.
The third pililow is a secret, what it’s
made of, what it’s stuffed with. As the
Indians know, if you give away all your
secrets, you lose your power.
“ Mom, there’s this guy on the team,
he’s the other tackle, he wants you to do
his horoscope. I told him you would.”
“ Really?”
“Yeah, he’s a Libra too, like me. He
has the same birthday as Coach McBride.
He’s a great guy except for one thing.
He’s real prejudiced. He’s German. His
mom was born in Germany.”
In the back, Gino chuckles, sneeringly.
When we pull up at the Special Events
Center Danny gestures to one of the wet

tired players from out of the swarm. Huge
grin, showering rain and sweat, golden
curls dripping into his eyes, helmet under
his arms. Alex Gerke, 6:05 a.m., October
14, 1961, Pasadena, California. What a
smile, what a Venus smile.
I remember that I did the 1979 team's
chart. Ruled by Venus. I couldn’t figure
out what kind of football team would be
ruled by Venus. Love, comfort, and
beauty?

“The defensive linemen of Texas
were sucking for air.”
Dan Doubiago, Utah offensive lineman
The Salt Lake City Tribune, 9/20/82

Texas Sucking for Air
When you drive 80 yards you’re really
beat. It takes it out of you.
We were on their 20 yard line, humidity
and heat
like a sauna, when we looked
into their faces.
That’s when I saw
they were sucking for air.
We were exhausted too, but it was Gerke
who started it, squealing and screeching
and pointing. We looked around
and knew what we were going to do
and we were all screaming, jumping up
and down,
pointing at them, howling.
They freaked, their coaches
on the sidelines freaked, trying to
figure out what was up. Very next play
we got the touchdown.

NFL Draft
April 26,1983
My birthday. I’m dreaming Danny is a
small blond man with a butch haircut. He’s
not a football player. He’s just a very
interesting young man. I wake with the

D--------

an was 15, Jan was 17.
She wanted to get mar
ried. I hitchhiked to Elk to
get him rubbers, so af
raid they'd get pregnant.

urgency to call and tell him: “ Danny, you
don’t have to be a football player.” Have
I ever made this clear to him?
I’m sleeping in my van outside my sis
ter’s house in Ashland, Oregon. I climb
out, climb the stairs and dial his number.
The paper had said he'd go in the third
or fourth round. When I reach him, he
says: “ Mom! That’s a terrible dream. Go
back out in the van and dream another
one. And don’t say ‘fuck,’ you’re hooked
up to the microphones and everyone in
this room can hear you.” Then he wished
me a happy birthday and apologized for
not sending me anything.
Later in the day when I called to see
how it was going he did something gross.
“The newsmen talked me into it. I swal
lowed a goldfish live."
“ Danny! that is gross. What about the
poor goldfish?”
“ Oh, it doesn’t hurt them. They’re di
gested instantly.”
The song the orchestra plays at draft
headquarters in the Sheraton Grand Ball
room in New York City. “The Day Belongs
To You.”

Free Agent
April 27,1983
He signed with the Seattle Seahawks!
I can't believe how excited I am that he’ll
be in Washington, how much he’ll love it
there, how much I’ll love it with him there.
His agent convinced him, though there
were fifteen other teams after him and
the second one was the L.A. Raiders —
L.A., where he’s wanted to play pro ball
all his life — that he should sign with Seat
tle. They have a new coach, Chuck Knox,
they offered him the most money, they’re
trying to build their offensive line.
In the past 24 hours he flew twice to
Seattle!

Mothers' Day
I got a huge bouquet of flowers today!

The card says, “ Happy Mother’s Day,
Love, The Seattle Seahawks.”

Troublesome mom
August 9
I wrote Chuck Knox a letter. I thanked
him for the beautiful bouquet of flowers
and told him he’d made a terrible mistake
in cutting my son. I told him all the ways
he’s a great football player. I said it was
immoral of him to sign so many guys to
one position (20 for Danny’s) so they can’t
be signed by other teams.
When I told Danny I had done this, after
three starts, knowing I was going to be
taken as a fool, he said “ Mom, you can’t
do things like that. They’ll blackball me
for having a troublesome mom.”

Where now?
August 23
Danny is in Los Angeles with his agent.
His spirits seem high. It seems he’ll get
signed somewhere — pertiaps a USFL
team. He’s working out, staying in shape
— I think of driving down.

Has Any Woman Ever
Written About Her Son?
I raised my son during the ’70s feminist
revolution and in the midst of it, in Plainfield, Vermont and in Albion on the Men
docino Coast, both strong feminist cen
ters. Yet for all the wealth of material on
the subject of feminism, I could find no
thing on raising a boy from a feminist per
spective. In fact, in our two towns, it was
the policy of separatists to rid themselves
of their sons, an issue that to this day
makes me, to use a girlhood expression,
see red. Beyond the first issue of the per
sonal loss for each boy, the tactic always
struck me as creating the enemy in aiding
and abetting it with the one sacred, kar
mically unbargainable force, one’s child.
The theory, prominent among some
separatists, that human males are inately
evil — that is, the aggression that leads
to the oppression of all other species de
rives from the male XY chromosome fac
tor — has always struck me as preposter
ous. I birthed and then raised both a male
and a female and through this was wit
ness (as all parents are if they are open
to it) to just how culturally programmed
the male/female roles are. Males are no
more aggressive than females, we just
expect them to be so. We freak to the
depths of our own programming if our
boy-child is too passive, our girl-child too
aggressive. The psychological punish
ment inflicted upon anyone who trans
gresses these roles in society is as great
as any in our culture.
In childhood, in our culture at any rate,
the biggest trauma after the initial con
frontation with one's mortality, is finding
gender identity. The boy, in comparison
to the girl, has double trouble. He must
differentiate completely from his mother.
He must pull back, withdraw, learn to be
like the distant, probably absent father.
At all costs he must not be like her. He
is encouraged to feel distaste for her.
Thus we have the “ natural” origins of
mother hate, of woman hate, of the male’s
embrace of everything opposite the
mother: war, mechanism, mastery, con
trol, abstraction, the intellectual propen
sity toward anti-matter (matter from
mater, that is, mother).
It is time we mothers began to discuss
the raising of boys. The issue is at the
heart of our tragedy as a culture. It was
the birth of my son that radicalized me,
that forever changed me. It is one of the
great mysteries to me why this is not uni
versally true. I take the definition of pa
renting to be the work of protecting and
nourishing the immanence with which the
child is born, the preserving of the genius,
that is the uniqueness of the individual
against the onslaught of fascistic culture,
to hopefully allow the child to reach adult
hood still in touch with some of its true
self, and even of the other world.
We abandon our children en masse at
puberty. At their birth we start program
ming ourselves to do this. (How often it
is said of the infant, Oh god, just wait until
the little hellraiser, the honey, is a teen
ager.) By young adulthood, they, as we
were, are orphans. We are always having
to begin anew. Waves and waves of us,
each North American generation. We
have no roots, no guides, no role models,
no communities, no traditions of real love.
No families.
And so we are afraid. We are sick. We
are cowards in our collective flights from

true energy. We are, still, Puritans. We
must learn to find and use the courage
we each know from the act of conceiving
children. In this we are automatically, in
stinctively wise, experienced in all the
things the culture denies.

Son
The bullet went through me,
lodged beneath my heart,
swelled and grew until the birth
was a man I rode
into the bloodstained hands of the world
that laid him on my belly, the prairie,
the sea.
I seek myself in him. I know myself in
him. He is me, in another time, in a male
body. I am not being metaphorical or poe
tic here. It is, very simply, true. He is my
child, he came out of my body. More true,
he is the love act personified, the union
of his father and me . . . the one part of
the union that can never be undone, dis
solved.
In my son’s body I have the sense that
my body dominates, as I think I see in
our daughter the father’s domination. In
my son’s body I see myself gloriously
male, all my cells given over to the
phenomenon. When I look at him I can
feel my cells being fulfilled, that part of
me I keep so hidden from being acknowl
edged, released to the world. His huge
hairy legs are my huge hairy legs, allowed
to be just that, huge, muscular, with no
shame or reluctance or shyness or com
promise or other vision that have made
mine so pleasingly female.
Over the years, I’ve noted that most
men I’ve known in the subculture seem
to have special relationships with their
mothers. I choose men in whom the
mother is dominant, the bullshit killer
machismo subdued. The most evolved
men, it exclaims in my first journal, were
raised by single women. This was greatly
contrary to everything believed at the
time; i.e., divorce will destroy the child,
particularly the boy-child who will be with
out a role model.
On the other hand, I now find it as
shocking as anything I can think of in our
culture that so many men let go of their
children, have little or no part in raising
them. Men of the counterculture are par
ticularly guilty of this, a syndrome that is
in part the twisted effort to maintain per
sonal immanence, to not get sucked into
the establishment’s machine.
A university football coach, unsuccess
fully trying to recruit my son, said to me,
in all seriousness: “The only thing I can
think of that is greater than the magnitude
and profundity of a football game is a
woman in labor.” Actually, I can think of
something in the male world that matches
the magnitude and profundity of a woman
in labor, which can perhaps best be sum
med up in the popular graffiti: Waris Male
Menstrual Envy. ”
Interestingly, many of my male friends
have encouraged me to write this, while
I detect in my women friends uneasiness,
confusion, even disapproval. There is al
ready so much given to the male
phenomenon, they are afraid I will just
add more energy to it. They don’t trust
me, or anyone, to speak of these things.
I don’t trust myself either. Am I just being
one of those “typical” mothers who won’t
let her son go? I remember my own
mother “ practicing” to let go of us.
Women know so much more than they
can speak of. Women’s lives are the real
subculture. Long ago they grew accus
tomed to having their deepest convic
tions, their deepest realities trashed —
ignored, denied, ridiculed or beaten out
of them. Long ago their love for men, their
fathers, brothers, lovers and sons, was
shown to be worthless, of no potency in
the larger world. But from this vast cultural
sub-pool of betrayed energy and of bro
ken hearts, the secrets have become the
Sacred. And in this, have become the
explosives of the coming Revolution.
Of course, the main reason I’ve written
this is because I’m an old-fashioned
mother. I love my son. I love my daughter.
I support them, I celebrate their first ad
ventures out into the big world. I don’t
want them to let the culture trash me. It
would not be good for them. Nor for me.
I still have a lot to teach them. And I want
and need, desperately, access to them
and their new worlds, for them to teach
me. What other hope is there?
■
Sharon Doubiago is a “poet of Ameri
ca” currently residing in Port Towns
end. Her epic poem, Hard Country, was
published in 1982 by West End Press.
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SHOP

FOOD FRONT
FOR FRESH WHOLE FOODS
Discover our diversity in fresh
and natural dairy products
45 imported and domestic cheeses, from the exotic to the everyday, including
low fat, low salt, rennetless, and raw milk cheeses
milk that’s pasteurized or raw, from cows, goats, and soybeans
white eggs, brown eggs, fertile eggs, and eggs from free-roaming hens grown
without chemicals
fresh creamery butter, both salted and unsalted, soy and safflower
margarines in tubs and quarters
dozens of yougurts from plain to fancy fruit, non-fat to creamy, in all sizes
and MORE!!

FOOD FRONT COOPERATIVE GROCERY
F resh W h o le F o o d s • S a tis fa c tio n G u a ra n te e d
Open 7 Days 9 a.m.-8 p.m.

2675 NW Thurman
222-5658
T ri-M e t B us 53

Don’t Miss Our “Better Buys” for Weekly Specials

INCLUDES
Hay Una Mujer,
the song Holly
and Ronnie sang
together in the film
“ Wasn’t That A Tim e!’ ’

Sept 30-Oct. 2

PAUL H O R N
A weekend of music, philosophy, meditation. $100

Holly Near &
Ronnie Gilbert
OF THE WEAVERS

Oct. 4-6

I
Catch hold o f o LIFELINE
The live album that captures the warmth, power,
and excitement o f their historic collaboration.

N W WOMEN'S MUSIC CELEBRATION
Workshops, performances, sharing of spirit. $80

Nov. 4-6

PERMACULTURE DESIGN CONFERENCE
Training for whole-site design. $75
Call or write for information on personal & family retreats.

Available at:
Budget Tapes & Records
Music Market/Fred Meyer
Tower Records
Distributed by GENEVIEVE PRODUCTIONS
2616 S. Judkins
Seattle, WA 98144

P.O. Box 578, Detroit, OR 97342
(503) 854-3501 (message: 854-3715)
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Looking Behind the Headlines at

THE REAL WAR
in Nicaragua
By Patty Somlo
A O a postwar boom baby, my experience with war has been
through the eyes of the media. So I was little prepared for a
visit to the heaviest combat zone in a country fighting a “covert”
but nonetheless real war. Thus, when our group of artists, writers,
filmmakers, musicians and others who were in Nicaragua to learn
the inside story behind the conflicts in Central America was given
the opportunity to travel to the town of Jalapa on the country’s
northern border with Honduras,7 I g”ave it little though.t. _ _ _ _ _
In the days that followed, I learned
that the United States’ covert war with
Nicaragua is no secret to the whole of
this small Central American country.
The nearly 7,000-strong CIA trained and
backed forces, made up almost exclu
sively of ex-Somoza National Guards
men, are making regular incursions
into the Nicaraguan border territories.
From their bases in Honduras, the
contras, as they are called, slip across
the border into Nicaragua attacking
women and children working in the
fields, kidnapping entire families from
their homes, and destroying crops and
valuable equipment. While the contras
have had no success taking over terri
tory within Nicaragua, they have never
theless created considerable human
and economic hardship. To date, more
than 500 deaths have been attributed to
the ex-Somoza forces. The majority of
those kille d have been unarmed
civilians.
The town of Jalapa sits on the front
line of the war. At the center of a rich
agricultural region, Jalapa has swollen
in size as the contra attacks have es
calated. Outlying farm families stream
into refugee camps in the small town,
since in their isolated homesteads they
are sitting ducks for the type of hit-andrun war carried on by the U.S.-back
Somocistas.
Like their outlying neighbors, the
residents of Jalapa were expected by
the U.S. government to abandon their
homes and move further into the
country once the contra attacks began.
At the same time, the CIA plan was
based on the assumption that some
residents would join the ranks of the
counterrevolutionary forces attempt
ing to overthrow the Sandinista-led
government. Since Somoza had settled
a large number of National Guardsmen
and supporters in the region due to his
interest in controlling and protecting
its rich agricultural resources, the U.S.
expected many of these ex-Somoza
supporters to be anxious to join with
anti-Sandinista forces. It was also as
sumed that a sizeable amount of dis
content and opposition to the Sandin
istas existed, not only in the Jalapa
region, but throughout the entire coun
try. It therefore seemed a relatively
easy matter to swell the contra forces,
establish a base in the abandoned
Jalapa region and begin moving further

ill

into the country.
The residents of Jalapa, however,
have refused to fulfill their part of the
scenario. Trained and armed men,
women and children have organized
round-the-clock guard duty throughout
the area. Popular m ilitia forces re
cruited from area residents supple
ment the Sandinista Army forces and
reserves sanctioned in the region.
Farmers seen working in the fields hold
a machete in one hand, a gun in the
other. Jalapans, having dug them 
selves in more firmly, say they will stay.
Having heard this and more, and
seen numerous photographs of the
casualties of the war, I still had little
fear about visiting the border. Hearing
story after story about the heroic ef

forts of this town s simple people, it
seemed a small act for me to travel
there to hear their stories in order to
return home and tell them.
Some members of our group were
less philosophical. There was much
discussion about whether the contras
would or would not shoot a group of
U.S. citizens. On the one hand, we all
agreed that the deaths of North Ameri
cans in Nicaragua could strongly shift
public opinion against Reagan’s plans
for increased intervention. Yet, we also
had the examples of the U.S. nuns and
land reform workers in El Salvador to
remind us that our “ allies” do get away
with murder, even of our own people.
By the time we piled on the buses,
the members of our group had decided

to take their chances. For most of us
who had grown up with the media ver
sion of the Vietnam War, many latenight World War I and II movies, and the
weekly Western shoot-outs, this would
be our first unmediated look at war.
The blackness of the nighttime coun
tryside in Nicaragua is broken only by
small stars and the silver of a moon.
With no streetlights, it’s difficult to
make out the small peasant huts scat
tered here and there among the hills.
Occasionally, the bus lights flash on a
bony ox slowly chewing along the side
of the road. More often, a simple white
cross marking in the passing of a son or
daughter in the struggle that engulfed
the nation prior to Somoza’s fall on July
19, 1979, reflects the glare of our
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headlights.
Standing out in the blackness are the
bright-colored signals of several m ili
tarymen motioning us to the side of the
road. We have been assured by our
Nicaraguan guides that the army,
several days prior to our journey, had
secured this long highway leading to
Jalapa. They have taken valuable per
sonnel away from other posts to ensure
our safety on the trip. This stop tells us
that the secured portion of the highway
begins here.
Winding our way up and down this
dark mountain road, we occasionally
spot a lone Sandinista soldier standing
guard along the side of the road. The
reality of this war is exhibited to me by
their young and determined faces. For
the first time I am afraid. The real pos
sibility that we will permit the des
truction of these bright and hopeful
young women and men appears in my
mind.
Many of the North Americans in our
group, which also include delegates
from Central and South America, and
the Caribbean, have by this time con
tracted a fairly debilitation intestinal
condition. A stop along the side of the
road is thus called for, and we all quick
ly pile out into the silent night. We are
soon joined by our Nicaraguan guide,
Noel Corea, who has turned his mini
bus around to find out why our head
lights have disappeared. He is worried
about us sitting here next to our large
white bus that sticks out in the dark
ness like a beached whale. While the
contras rarely venture this far south,
they have announced a massive inva
sion of the country to coincide with the
fourth anniversary of the Sandinista-led
revolutionary triumph on July 19th. It is
now July 17th.
As the darkness begins to fade into
the dawn, we get our first glimpse of
the Nicaraguan countryside. Of Nicar
agua’s 2.5 million people, the majority
live in rural areas. The lushness of the
terrain is startling when juxtaposed
with what we have read of the rampant
hunger and poverty of the majority of
Nicaraguans prior to the overthrow of
the Somoza dictatorship. For nearly
1,000 babies born in Nicaragua during
Somoza’s time, 102 did not survive past
infancy. The deaths were caused by
m alnutrition, gastroenteritis, tuber
culosis and other illnesses stemming
from inhuman living conditions. Illiter
acy for the country as a whole stood at
70 percent, but in rural areas was more
than 86 percent. In 1972, only 16.1 per
cent of the Nicaraguan people had pot
able water, 8 percent had sewage ser
vice and 9 percent had indoor plumbing.
Today, the small red-tiled peasant
homes that dot the volcanic hillsides
are virtually surrounded by lush green
vegetation. Banana and other fruit
trees, corn and other vegetables cover
every available spot of land, regardless
of the terrain. The scene bursts with
life, like the colorful primitive-style
paintings of the countryside being
done today by young Nicaraguan
artists.
In our visit here, we have heard of the
exciting changes occurring in the
countryside. The literacy campaign,
various health projects and food poli
cies designed to enable everyone to
meet basic nutritional needs have
made tremendous improvements in the
quality of life here. Even more impor
tant, the agrarian reform program has
given peasants, most for the first time,
land on which to grow food and the
credit necessary to obtain seeds, fer
tilizer and tools.
This is not to say that the problem in
meeting even basic food, housing,
health and social needs of the majority
of rural campesinos has been solved.
There are still shortages of many food,
and e q u ita b le d is t r ib u t io n is
sometimes not realized, especially in
areas where the lack of roads com
pounds transportation d iffic u ltie s .
While many of these problems can be
attributed to the tremendous under
development inherited by the Sandinista-led government, they have been
further aggravated by the U.S. war
against Nicaragua.
The defense of this small and poor
country costs untold dollars in equip
ment alone. Taking people out of the
much-needed areas of food production
and reconstruction for defense activi
ties is a luxury Nicaragua can ill afford.
Military defense is only one of the
stresses being placed on the young
Sandinista leadership. The U.S. covert
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war against Nicaragua is not solely
confined to military activity. In every
aspect of daily life, the United States is
waging a war against the Nicaraguan
people. Through the cutoff of all aid,
loans and import quotas, the U.S.
government is attempting to virtually
strangle the Nicaraguan economy. The
recent closings of the Nicaraguan con
sulates and the imminent blockade of
the country are further attempts to iso
late Nicaragua from needed communi
cation and trade with the rest of the
world. In other covert operations re

us through the night, since we had
been scheduled to arrive for the pre
vious night’s dinner. The commander
of the region, a young ex-university
physics professor, is here to greet us.
He is joined by the newly promoted
sub-commander of the region, a friend
ly older man who enjoys having his
picture taken. As the two soldiers pre
pare us for what’s ahead another
hundred-plus miles north in Jalapa, a
member of our group asks the sub
commander whether we are permitted
to take pictures.

activity.
As we slowly make our way up the
sometimes washed-out mud road, we
pass hundreds of identical red-tile
roofed houses decorated with red and
black FSLN (Sandinista Front for
National Liberation) flags, posters and
banners proclaiming their continued
support of the Sandinista Revolution. It
is as if the entire nation has been told of
our journey, since whole families are
out on nearly every porch, smiling and
waving to our camera-laden group. And
far off on the distant hills we see the

Photos taken in and near Jalapa in northern Nicaragua.

vealed by the Nicaraguan government,
the CIA has plotted to kill nearly every
top Nicaraguan official, beginning with
the recent unsuccessful attempt to
poison foreign minister Father Miguel
D’Escoto. And in theldeological arena,
CIA-run radio stations in Honduras
broadcast daily counterrevolutionary
propaganda loud and clear to the
Nicaraguan people.
Pulling into the parking lot of the
Frontera Hotel in Ocotal, Nicaragua, a
small northern town situated at the end
of the paved highway, we are greeted by
a large contingent of Sandinista Army
personnel. They have been waiting for

“ This is a free country,” he answers
with a smile. “ You can take pictures of
whatever you like.”
In addition to several jeeps full of
Sandinista Army officers, our caravan
includes a truckload of popular militia
members and one of cultural brigadistas. Dressed in neatly-pressed olive
drab uniforms, the cultural workers, all
musicians, are going to the border to
entertain the soldiers and townspeople
who are risking their lives on the front
lines. Here, we have also added three
soldiers to our bus, who, with rifles
aimed out the windows, scan the pass
ing fields and hillsides for contra

‘ ‘For people with
money, life isn’t
better. But the
majority of
Nicaraguans are very
poor and very simple
people. It’s their
revolution.
Revolutions aren’t for
rich people.”

small dark silhouettes of Sandinista
soldiers, waving their rifles in greeting
as under their protection we move
along the road.
When we finally arrive in Jalapa, and
during our stay at “ the front,” the battle
we’d been psychologically preparing
for never transpires. Though contra
strength has grown in recent times, as
both covert and overt U.S. funds have
poured in to fuel the destabilization
program, the Somocistas were in
capable of breaching the Sandinista
defenses.

More than 500 deaths
have been attributed
to the ex-Somoza
forces. The majority o£
those killed have been
unarmed civilians.

The Nicaraguan government and
people are keenly aware that the U.S.
government and media are painting a
bleak and distorted picture of this
country and its popular revolution. And
while the preparations for our visit
emphasized the positive, what we
heard and saw stands in marked con
trast to the grim reality of life elsewhere
in the Latin America.
While we have read at home about
the “ turn to totalitarianism” of the
Nicaraguan leadership and the sub
sequent disillusionment of the people

with their government, our journey to
Jalapa, along with other experiences
we have had during our stay in Nicar
agua, has shown us the strength, soli
darity and commitment of the people
here. We are impressed and moved over
and over again by the e ffo rts of
mothers, soldiers, peasants, priests
and even children to convey to us what
it means to defend their hard-won
freedom. We are asked too many times
to count, to go back home and tell their
story.
“ Is it Communism, Socialism, Marx
ism?” said the C atholic priest in
Jalapa. “ I don’t care what we cal I it. But

now children don’t die as much as they
did before. The people are healthy.
Everyone can study. And the whole of
our people want peace. Here the wea
pons aren’t to kill, but to defend. This
small but heroic country, for so many
years underadictatorship, is building a
new society.”
The Jalapa priest has hit upon the
most important lesson of our journey.
While we have learned about the Nicar
aguan revolution — its broad-based
support, its humanity and hopefulness
— we have also seen its threat to the

Reagan Administration. Here in this
poor and underdeveloped nation,
simple people have crafted the tools to
forge their own destiny and are working
to build a society for the good of all.
But what about the other Nicar
aguans, the ones opposed to the San
dinista government? What about Eden
Pastora, Alfonso Robelo, the cooking
oil millionaire who resigned from the
Junta in 1980, and Managua’s Arch
bishop Miguel Obando y Bravo?
“ Sure, there are people who are un
happy,” says a Nicaraguan woman who
I meet in the airport with her two small
children. “ For people with money, life

isn’t better. They have to wait in the
lines like everyone else. But the major
ity of Nicaraguans are very poor and
very simple people. All they want is a
house, some food, to be able to raise
their children. It’s their revolution.
Revolutions aren't for rich people.”
For everyone in Nicaragua, life is
hard. The country has been hit by the
same economic d ifficu ltie s— higher
costs for imports, such as oil, and lower
prices for exports—as every other third
world nation, with the added stress of
reconstruction and those brought
about by the U.S. aggressions. At the
same time, the Sandinista government
must try to meet the needs of the
majority, who fought for a better life.
“ I don’t like waiting in line for gas,”
said a taxi driver when we asked his
opinion of the Sandinistas. “ But I
guess it’s okay, because now at least
more people have a chance to get
some.”
In general, the Sandinistas have at
tempted to minimize the difficulties
while explaining the causes, working
toward solutions and asking for the
support and participation of the people.
By and large, they have succeeded.
There is, nevertheless, some d is
content, and it is this that the Reagan
Administration exploits in trying to
drum up support for its covert war.
“ One must not forget that we San
dinistas did not make fundamental pro
mises to the United States, to whom we
never made any type of promises, nor to
Nicaragua’s privileged groups,” said
Sergio Ramirez, a member of the Nicaraquan Government Junta of National
Reconstruction. “ The basic promises
were made to the country’s poorest
people, the promises that they have
defended with weapons and their
heroism. The original project is still
there, growing and being multiplied for
those people, in the cooperatives,
schools, health centers, land, dignity
and sovereignty. There was never any
other revolutionary project besides this
one; this was the original project.”
Reagan maintains that the Sandi
nistas, through arms shipments and
heavy Cuban and Soviet backing, are
exporting revolution to El Salvador and
eventually to the rest of Central
America. While the Sandinistas readily
admit their support for the FMLN
forces fighting to overthrow the repres
sive Salvadoran military dictatorship,
they also vehemently deny ever pro
viding any military assistance to those
forces. Such support would not only be
an economic drain on a country already
struggling to meet its basic needs, but
would also constitute the justification
the Reagan Administration is looking
for to militarily invade Nicaragua.
‘ ‘We e xp o rt the news th a t in
Nicaragua the revolution has brought
with it literacy, agrarian reform, an end
to poliomyelitis, the right to life and
h o p e ,” S e rg io R am irez p ro u d ly
declares. “ How can one prevent a
peasant from another Central Ameri
can country from hearing, from finding
out, from realizing that in Nicaragua
land is given to other poor and barefoot
peasants like him? How can you avoid
his realizing that here children are
being vaccinated while his children
still die of gastroenteritis and polio?”
We are standing in a large soccer
field am idst numerous Sandinista
Army and popular militia battalions
who are being decorated for their vali
ant efforts here on the war’s frontlines.
The hill directly in front of us at the end
of the soccer field is being guarded by
Sandinista soldiers. It is this hill that
the contras run down when they attack
the people of Jalapa. From two hills
directly behind this one, which are both
in Honduran territory, the contras
shoot mortars into the small houses
that surround this field.
We are told that this ceremony, by
being held at the center of contra
operations, is a showing of strength by
the Sandinista Army to the Somocista
forces. It is also a display of the will of a
people who, in their firm commitment
to freedom, state unequivocally, Patria
Libre o Morir(Free Homeland or Death),
a people who in response to the border
incursions aimed at destroying their
hard-won freedoms simply say, No
pasaran (They shall not pass).
■

Patty Somlo is a Seattle writer and co
founder of CANTO.
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By Ronald Netherton-Johnson
here were only a few clouds in the sky, and except for that it was clear and hot.
Leo Pollock walked out from the hootch through the dust and sand over to the
gravel road that circled the compound. He walked out past the studio building. It
was an unusual building, simple, but difficult to identify. It looked secretive. It was
slightly raised from the ground with three steps leading to the front and only door.
There were no windows, though an air conditioner jutted through one wall. One had to
be very close to see the sign, “ Armed Forces Vietnam Network.”
Slightly behind it and to the right was
a smaller building that housed the
transmitter. Behind the buildings and
far above them loomed the radio tower,
an antenna both immense and fragile.
Its sections of triangular tubing were
painted in alternating red and white
stripes for visibility. Red lights along
the tubing blinked to alert low-flying
aircraft. Partly exposed ground wires
shot out from the base like roots
through the yellow sand.

I

Farther to the right across the road
was a single-hole outhouse. It served
the radio station personnel. There were
only three of them now. With troop re
ductions there were no replacements
when people went home, and Sergeant
Carole had gone to Nha Trang to help at
the detachment headquarters. He was
wasted from alcohol, but he still had a
great voice. Now only Fred, Pollock and
Sergeant Brown were left. And they had
no Vietnamese worker, so they had to
burn the shit that accumulated there
themselves.
Brown had shown Pollock how to do.
it, and Leo had done it himself once.
They had taken a crooked stick and
pulled the cut barrel-bottom out from
the back of the outhouse, then dragged
it out as far into the dunes as they
could. They filled it with thick, heavy oil
from a five-gallon can Brown had
packed out there with some effort. The
barrel was a living, seething mass of
turds and maggots, and they poured
the oil on it and burnt it. The black
smoke-stench of the burning oil and
shit curled and plumed across the
dunes and field for hours, all but hiding
the tower.
The road turned past the thick layers
of sandbags and boards of the Ells
worth T. Bunker, hovering over the bay.
The road continued down past the EM
club, but Pollock left the road and
climbed a grassy knoll past the dry and
abandoned special services swimming
pool.
He walked down the other side to a
small building that housed the filter
and maintenance equipment for the
pool and went inside. In the corner he
got the sail and mast and other gear for
the sailboat, then carried the stuff
around the building and down the path
to the bay. The clouds were building up
slightly to the southeast, but there was
a good wind and he thought it would be
all right.
He walked down onto the disrepaired
boat dock, not cared for since the Army
began to send troops out of country for
R & R. Some rowboats were tied to it,
half sunk and rotted, partly stuck in the
mud now while the tide was out. The
white sailboat hulls lay upside down
across the dock, gleaming in the sun.
. Fred had discovered all this, the
dock and the tw o sailboats, and
showed it to Leo, and they had gone
sailing together. Pollock hadn’t been
out by himself before. Fred would have
come along this time, but as station
engineer he had to work while Sgt.
Brown did his soul program from 3
o’clock until 5.
Leo took the mast and other things
down onto the beach near the water,
then went back and got one of the hulls,
the faster one. He had to fit the mast
into the hull, then hoist the sail and tie it
off to a cleat. The white canvas flut
tered and even snapped in the vigor of
the breeze. The boat was very pretty
there on the sand. It was real, not the
bunker, certainly not the rolls of con
certina wire that curled along the shore.
Then he dragged it all across the
sand into the water. It lapped warm
around his ankles. The boat floated
free, bobbing gently. He towed it
deeper into the water by the yardline
until the water was upto his chest, then
he pulled himself onto the hull. He
pulled the yardarm around until the
wind caught the sail, then pulled it taut
against the wind and set out bounding
across Cam Rahn Bay.
The dunes looked like bleachers, and
the swaying palms across the bay
looked like spectators seated in a vast
arena. Pollock imagined he was no
where near the war zone, but was per
forming for the Emperor by special re
quest. He was an American, and Ameri
cans were little known in these parts.
So he was given a royal audience. Later
he would discuss with the Emperor
important affairs of state and would be
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asked his views on relations between
the two countries.
“ Well, don’t be too taken in by our
material success,” he would say.
“ We’re very clever. Don't be too se
duced, but try to teach us your slower
ways of wisdom, your respect for an
cestors, and affection for the land. I’m
not sure we’ll listen, but please try.”
“ I hear your words very well,” the
Emperor would reply. “ We appreciate
the honesty of the Americans, and
believe that they, too, have some
widsom.”
Then they would part, and Pollock
would carry the message back to his
leaders, on the little boat.
Pollock leaned out over the sea,
bracing his feet against the gunwale,
speeding just for its own sake, the boat
scudding across the sway. They dipped
through a swell and scurled past the
concertina wire, shooting the narrow
gap like a man and his circus pony leap
ing through a blazing hoop.
He pointed the boat down the bay
toward the open ocean. Across from
him, down the beach from the coconut
palms, he could clearly see the build
ings of the 281 st Replacement Battalion
where he had arrived months before.
When Fred first showed Leo the
boats, they sailed over to the dock at the
battalion, and the few new recruits
came and gawked at the trim sails and
boats. Then he and Fred had gone
ashore further up the edge of the bay,,
and had seen some fish like the ones
they had seen in a book in the
library.Fred had a degree in biology, and
he found the pictures of the fish.
“ See,” said Fred, as they chased the
small creatures across the mud flat of
the beach, “ They have developed their
front fins into legs so they can crawl on
the mud when the tide goes out. It goes
out faster than they can swim, so they
learned to live in the mud until it comes
back.”
"Like the Vietnamese waiting for this
wave of Americans to pass,” Leo said.
“ You can see them there, pretending
our way is better, or maybe they’re just
curious about it.” Pollock was standing
there, orating in the mud.
“ But soon they can go back into their
own ways, ways we have no under
standing of and perhaps are incapable
of learning. Because if we did, we could
no longer convince ourselves of our
own superiority at everything, we would
have to close up shop on saving the
world and go home and be farmers,
something we can do pretty well if we
lay off the pesticides a little.”
“ You can see a lot in a fish,” Fred
grinned.
Fred was great. Leo liked him be
cause as a college graduate he could
have become an Army officer but didn’t.
That was noble. And Fred was smart
without being pretentious. Pollock had
argued with Fred before when it turned
out Fred was right, and Fred hadn’t even
rubbed it in. Rather, Fred had acknow
ledged it with respect when Pollock
admitted he was wrong.
Suddenly a black motorboat ap
peared, speeding toward him. Pollock
had no chance of evading it, so he held

firm to the lanyard. The patrol boat
pulled up alongside him, rocking the
sailboat in its wake. “ ARVN” was
printed on the side. Army of the
Republic of Vietnam. At least it was
friendly. A Vietnamese sailor saluted
him. Pollock eased up. The motorboat
came around, and the sailor hollered at
him. Two other sailors in black fatigues
watched, one at the wheel, one at the
stern with a weapon.
“ Sorry, no boats allowed beyond this
point,” he said. “ Plenty enemy past
here. Might shoot at you.” Pollock
nodded. The V ietnam ese sa ilo rs
watched him as he came about, ducking
under the sail and heading into the
wind.
The sky was darker now, as if the
darkness of the ARVN motorboat and
its reminder of the darkness of war had
been somehow conveyed to the atmos
phere itself. Pollock fought off an
instant of terror.
The clouds were closing quickly. A
gust of wind tugged at the small sail.
The bow bobbed under a wave and
Pollock got splashed. The blinking red
lights of the tower were barely visible
and became more obscured as a light
*
drizzle began to fall.
Waves .bumped and jarred the light
boat; it shimmied like a horse shying
from a snake in the road.
Pollock’s tack took him far below the
old dock. He had to wheel back out
toward the center of the bay to take
another shot at it. Once out there, he
couldn’t even see the dock. He turned
about giddily, the sail slapping against
•his skin, and pointed the bow just below
the antenna, where he knew the in
visible dock must be.
Then he saw it, and above and below
it stretched the rolling lengths of con
certina wire. The opening to the dock
looked impossibly small. The force of
the storm was angling him into the wire.
“ Oh great,” he thought. “ Slashed to
pieces by my own country’s wire. I’ll
probably die right here.”
He sat up and drew back on the lan
yard to adjust his course. He leapt
across the boat to come around again
but the sea pitched under him. The line
slipped through his hands as the yard
arm rode out over the waves. The raindrenched sail tipped in and the bofit
shot out from under him. Pollock hung
there in mid-air for a moment, then
crashed into the foaming surf.
When he surfaced, waves splashed
over his head, and he sputtered and
flayed his arms toward the drifting hull
for support. The wind and tide carried it
closer to the wire, but he grabbed it and
hung there, gasping for breath. It was
completely overturned.
After a few moments he tried to turn it
over, but it wouldn’t budge. He got his
breath and dove under. The wire was
getting closer. It was more peaceful
down there than on the surface. He felt
along the hull. He couldn’t see, but he
could feel the aluminum mast wasn’t
there. It had fallen out of the deck fitting
on the hull. He surfaced for another
breath of air and the rain bit into his
face.
He gasped a few more breaths,

The dunes looked like bleachers, and the
swaying palms across the bay looked like
spectators seated in a vast arena. Pollock
imagined he was nowhere near a war zone,
but was performing for the Emperor
by special request.

steeled himself, and dove again, this
time deeper, below the turbulence,
alongside the mast, then grabbing it,
pulling himself hand over hand.
He struck bottom. Of course; the bay
couldn’t be that deep, the wire was
sticking out of the water. He fished
around for the end of the mast and
found it stuck in the mud. His lungs
were bursting. He yanked on it and it
floated free. He bubbled to the surface
gasping for breath.
The wire was only a few feet away,
and now lightning flashed down from
the sky, illuminating dunes along the
shore only 100 feet away. But in that 100
feet were three rolls of the wire. This is
so sick, he thought, covering a beach
with razor blade wire.
He swam to the stern of the boat and
with the mast free flipped it easily, then
pulled the mast and sail across the
deck. He put the bowline in his teeth
and pulled the boat, swimming with it,
just as it scraped the wire. Slowly the
boat responded, holding its own against
the tide, then inching away from the
wire, then straightening out so Pollock
could pull it a foot or two with each
stroke. He felt a resurgence of energy.
He was going to make it.
Fifty or 60 feet out into the bay he
climbed back on board. He was able to
lift the heavy sail and reset the mast,
then he pulled on the yardarm line and
the sail filled.
Cautiously he sailed up above the
dock, then came about, aiming well
above the narrow mouth of the wire. Still
the tide carried him farther than he
planned. Closer it brought him, closer,
then in, just missing the curling sharp
lip of the wire.
He took just enough wind to carry
him past the end of the pier. At the
second brace of wire he reined in and
came about. The broken old rowboats
bobbed in the tide, greeting him like
toothless old retired comrades from
another war. Pollock steered the bark
the last few feet past them into the
wharf.
He was shaking and cold. He stepped
carefully to the bow to fasten the bow
line to a cleat on the dock. Rain pelted
his back. In the bay the edges of the
concertina wire glistened in the flashes
of lightning, jagged and serpentine,
sharp and sword-shaped.
Pollock got the sail and mast and
other things and carried them to the
boathouse, then walked back through
the rain to the hootch. It was almost
dark.
He had hardly dried off and dressed
when someone pounded on the door.
He really wanted to be alone. It might
have been the screen slapping against
the outside.
“ Yeah,” he said. Sergeant Brown
opened the door and stepped in. A
strong gust caught the door and
slapped it against the wall. Brown’s
green t-shirt was soaked and stuck to
his skin, plastered against his round
belly. He held a fatigue jacket over his
head, but still rain glistened down the
dark skin of his face.
“ Come on,” he said. His usually calm
voice sounded hoarse. Most often he
was a black buddha, slightly rotund,
mysterious and inscrutable. Typically
he was up to something. Like trading a
load of lumber he got from somewhere
or other for a whole box of ribs, traded
by a black cook over at the replacement
battalion who listened to Brown’s soul
program.
Brown cooked them all up on an im
provised bar-b-cue behind the hootch
for the four of them, Pollock, Fred,
Brown and Sergeant Carole, before
Carole left. Sgt.-Carole didn’t ask where
the ribs came from. Brown's Viet
namese wife from the village had been
there, too. Sgt. Carole didn’t ask where
she came from, either.
Even now Brown sounded fairly col
lected. “ Hurry up. The wind blew the

roof off the transm itter shack.” Pollock
nodded, threw on a coat, and followed
him out.
The storm was worse. Pollock was
surprised. He didn’t think it could get
much worse. Now the jagged bolts of
lightning from the thick black clouds
continuously flashed yellow into the
green-greyness of the surrounding hills.
Up the road in silhouette Pollock saw a
soldier rush into the mess building to
escape the rain.
“ It’s a Tropical S torm ,” shouted
Brown from under the fatigue jacket.
“ We got a call from Carole just before
the transmitter went out. Where were
you?”
"O ut there.” Pollock pointed toward
the bay. Brown looked at him incredu
lously.
“ Where’s Fred?” Pollock asked.
“ He’s down there already. Pollock,
there’s a war on out there.”
“ I needed to escape it, just for a few
minutes. Escape the reality of it for a
few minutes.”
“ This isn’t reality anyway.”
They left the edge of the building and
plunged out into the wind and rain and
darkness. They hurried past the studio
and turned off the road to the trans
mitter.
Most of the sheet metal roof had
blown off and dangled down the outside
wall, held by a few nails. It clattered
against the wall. Fred held the door of
the shack open, standing half behind it
to protect himself from sparks that were
flying out.
“ The rain is shorting it,” he hollered,
“ I can’t get in.”
Then the sparks abated for a moment.
Fred peered around the corner, then
sprang into the room. He grabbed the
electrical main on the wall and shut it
down. The transm itter fell silent. The
rain splattered against it harmlessly.
Fred walked back to the door and
looked at Pollock and Brown, raising his
eyebrows. His glasses were covered
with rain. His features looked especially
sharp in the glare of the lightning.
“ What did you need me for?” asked

Now the jagged bolts of lightning from the
thick black clouds continuously flashed
yellow into the green-greyness
of the surrounding hills.
Pollock. Fred grinned.
“ Come on. We’d better start the other
one,” said Brown, motioning them to
follow. The three of them trudged out
toward a shed further back that housed
a gas-powered generator and a small
emergency transm itter. The building
was not much bigger than a crate.
Brown reached it first and opened the
low door. The wind caught the door and
slapped it against the side of the build
ing. He held it there with his foot.
“ We’ve got to start that motor,” he
shouted. He pointed into the shed.
Pollock could see just well enough to
reach the pull rope on the side of the
engine. Stepping in further he adjusted
the choke lever and pulled the cord out
twice slowly, testing it. Then he yanked
hard.
A hum went up in the room as the en
gine sputtered, then roared into life, and
a light went on overhead. Meter lights
went on and the needles leapt into
action. Some applause came from
outside.
“ We’ll go check in the studio,” Fred
hollered th ro ug h th e door. P o llo ck
nodded. Fred and Sergeant Brown
splashed back up the path. Their sil
houettes jangled in the flashes, tall and
short, Mutt and Jeff.
In a few moments the needles modu
lated normally. Pollock took head
phones from the wall and plugged them
into a jack on the transmitter. Brown’s
voice came through.
“ Pollock, Pollock, are you there,
Pollock?”
“ Yes, I’m here.”
“ All right. Hit that sw itch on the far
right of the panel.” Pollock flipped the
switch.

“ OK, we’ve got a signal. We’re going
on the air.”
Music came up slowly over a speaker
in the corner of the room. Then it was
faded down and Brown in his rich DJ’s
voice came in over it.
“ This is AFVN radio coming to you
from Cam Rahn Bay. We’re back on the
air again after a short shut-down due to
Tropical Storm Hanna, who blew the
roof right off our transm itter shack a
little while ago.
“ We’ve got our backup system going
now, but I tell you it ain’t nice out there,
so you just stay safe and warm in your
room and stay tuned.” The music from
Saigon came up again. It was ‘My Sweet
Lord’ by George Harrison.
“ W hoo-eel!” Pollock heard over the
phones.
“ Whoo-ee,” Leo replied.
He hung up the headphones and
walked out of the shed. Let Brown
watch the station for awhile, he thought.
Lightning flashed, illu m in a tin g the
buildings and roads, wet and muddy
and in relief, half in eerie white, half
unbordered darkness. Cans and other
debris tumbled headlong, gusting over
the mud. Cardboard and newspapers
strobed past like dancers.
Out across the road he saw Fred,
hunching against the rain, returning
from the studio. The wind flapped his
baggy fatigues.
“ Hey, Fred, Fred,” he shouted. Fred
couldn’t hear, so Pollock started out to
meet him.
Then a sudden gust of the tempest
curled under a tin eave of the hootch
roof and ripped it. The corrugated steel
sheet peeled back along the roof about
three-fourths of its length, then re

settled. Then another burst of wind tore
off the steel sheet and flung it into
space. The sheet floated like a carpet,
caught in a scintilla of lightning. Pollock
froze. He heart jolted in his chest. The
sheet lilted lazily toward Fred.
“ F re d !” P ollock hollered, “ Fred,
Fred.” The storm swallowed up the
words.
Leo ran but his feet slipped. He got up
and ran, but slipped again. Lightning
flashed and held Fred and the sheet
frozen for a moment in an abominable
glare. Then it went dark.
In the refraction of the next bolt,
Pollock was moving. The sheet was
closer. Each droplet of water in the air
between him and Fred seemed individu
ally lit, prismafied. In a momentary
silence he heard his own breath. It went
dark again.
When he got there, Fred was on the
ground. The steel sheet was on top of
him. The wind shook the roofing and cut
Pollock’s hand as he lifted it. A gust
caught the sheet and flipped it dully into
the mud.
“ Oh, Jesus, Fred. Oh, Jesus.”
The sheet had caught Fred in the
neck. It had slashed his neck. In the halflight, the muscles were tw itching and
the windpipe guttered aimlessly. He
was dead.
Pollock, disbelieving, pulled him over
to the hootch out of the rain. After
awhile he went to the studio and told
Brown and they called the medics. The
medics came and got him and took him
to the infirmary.
The next day Leo went up there to
check, but the body had been driven
over to Cam Rahn Air Base. It was put
into an aluminum coffin and piled with
others on a pallet. Then they flew it
home.
Not long after that Brown got orders
to close the detachment. He was sent
down to AFVN Headquarters in Saigon,
and Pollock was sent to the detachment
in Nha Trang. The war was winding
down.
■
Ron Netherton-Johnson is a Portland
writer. Dana Hoyle is a Portland artist.
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remember the day that I first met
Tim Page. It was May 22,1977, early
in the season of Gemini. I didn’t know
then that Tim Page was the greatest
combat photographer who’d ever lived.
I found out all about that later on.
I was s ittin g in my frie n d B ill
Cardoso’s tiny apartment on Sutter
Street, in the section of San Francisco
that Cardoso referred to as “ Palookaville.” The buzzer on the wall sounded,
indicating someone at the apartment
house door d o w n s ta irs . C ardoso
picked up the phone, listened briefly,
and then pushed the button that un
locked the door to the street. “ It’s Tim
Page,” Cardoso informed me. “ Today’s
his birthday.” Cardoso, a long-time
newspaperman and journalist, told me
that he’d known Page for years. “ Get
ready,” Cardoso cautioned me. “ Page
is something else!”
The door to the apartment burst open
and a tall, disjointed guy with grey

1

streaks in his brown hairand a wild look
in his eyes lurched into the room.
“ Happy birthday, P age!” Cardoso
greeted him, opening a king-sized can
of Foster's Lager. “ Have a beer!”
Cardoso introduced us, and we
shook hands. Page spoke with a pro
nounced British accent. I looked into

his face and observed that his eyes
pointed in different directions. Page
moved about like someone who’d been
in a bad accident and had never fully
recovered. When he walked, he
hunched over slightly and shuffled his
feet a little bit. One leg was pointed
out at an unusual angle from the hip,
and he placed his weight very carefully

when he walked and sat.
Page spoke loudly and completely
dominated the conversation. There
was a raw, manic quality to his voice. I
liked him instantly. Page asked me if
I’d been in Viet Nam. “ No, I skipped
that one,” I told him. “ Were you in Viet
Nam?”
“ Part of me still is,” Page said. He
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laughed, long and hard.
It didn’t take us long to polish off
the rest of Cardoso’s refreshments.
Then I made a suggestion that proved
to have long-lasting repercussions.
“ Listen, Page,” I said, “ we’re running
out of beer. Let’s go over to Clancy’s
place.”
By “ Clancy,” I meant John G.
Clancy, attorney at law, and “ Clancy’s
place” was his posh apartment on
Telegraph Hill, overlooking the Embarcadero. Clancy was my employer of
the moment. He had a glitzy fast-lane
law practice, and paid me good money
to handle his para-legal chores.
“ Serve the people!” Clancy would
yell as he handed me a stack of sub
poenas. “ We must serve the people!”
Clancy had radical clients, and he
loved to terrorize the North Beach bars
and stay up for days at a time. A lot of
people thought that Clancy was totally
insane, but that was what I liked most
about him.
Page didn’t know Clancy, but when
he heard about the well-stocked bar at
Clancy’s apartment he decided to
come along. The three of us piled into
a taxi and made the quick journey to
the crest of Telegraph Hill.
Clancy was home, and he was feel
ing hospitable. “ So you’re the famous
war photographer!” he blared upon
meeting Page. “ Happy birthday! Have a
drink! What are you doing these days?”
Page was more than happy to fill us in.
The booze flowed, the party started,
and Page began talking about his life
and times. His stream-of-consciousness rap gradually swelled into a nearly
hysterical rant that filled the room.
This was the gist of it: Tim Page was
born in England in 1944, and was
adopted in early infancy and raised in
Orpington, a sleepy suburb of London.
Page hit the road when he was 17
years old, drifting along the hashish
trail that meanders through the Middle
East and North Africa before it dissi
pates into the nether corners of the
Third World. He decided to visit South
east Asia, and tripped into Laos just in

time to catch the 1965 Lao uprising.
Page took a few photographs of the
fighting in the streets and sold them to
a United Press International reporter
that he met in a bar.
UPI liked Page’s hell-bent attitude.
They hired him as a free-lancer and
packed him off to Viet Nam to take
pictures of the action there. Page took
his lens cap off and never looked back.
Before his self-imposed tour of photojournalistic duty was terminated in
1969, Page had been to every corner of
war-infested Indo-China that he could
get into. “ I had 80 pages of photos in
Time and Life," Page said with matterof-fact pride, popping open another
can of Foster’s. “ I’ve got so many
slides that I’d need a bloody semi to
haul them about.”
In Viet Nam, Page rapidly became
the wunderkind of the press corps’
combat photographers. Maybe it was
the death wish that did it. Page
seemed to have no fear of being killed
in live combat situations; he admitted
that he felt “ protected” by the wellcrafted Rolex camera that he peered
through as he slogged along with the
Special Forces and ARVN troops

to the nearest hospital to get patched
up, recuperate in miserable, decadent
Saigon for a few days and then hop a
gunship back to the front to snap more
pictures. Page was hooked on the war,
strung out on the lottery of death that
he was playing with the sudden, indis
criminate dangers of Viet Nam.
Then Page caught a stiff one. “ There
was an explosion, and a big piece of
wire cable went into my head,” Page
told us, pointing to his forehead. “ It
pierced my brain and came out here,”
he said, indicating a spot on the back
of his skull. “ Some Army doctors
operated on me, and they didn’t expect
me to live. They removed about a third
of my brain. It was a chunk the size of a
grapefruit. Then they filled up the hole
in my head with silly putty.” Page
paused and took another hit on the
joint he was smoking.
“ You mean you’ve only got half a
brain?” Clancy shouted, tears in his
eyes, pounding his fist on the table.
“ That’s right,” Page said. “ But that
means I can get twice as stoned on the
same amount of dope...and I’ve got
half a mind to do it.” He howled with
laughter.

Page would get shot, get patched up and then
hop a gunship back to the front to snap more
pictures. He was hooked on the war, strung out
on the lottery of death that he was playing.

through the rice paddies and swamps.
Page went to all of the places where
human life was up for grabs, and he
came back w ith some amazing
pictures.
And he was wounded, several times.
27 times, according to Page, “ if you
could all the little holes.” Page would
get shot on the job, make a quick visit
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Page was lucky to be alive, but he
was severely injured. It was amazing
that he’d recovered to the extent that
he had. Doctors hovered around his
bedside for weeks, expecting him to
die at any time. When it looked as if he
might make it, he was shipped to a
private hospital in New York City.
That’s when Time-Life, the news ser

vice that Page had been working for
when he got wire-roped through the
brain, started getting worried. Tim
Page was rapidly becoming an expen
sive war souvenir and a corporate
liability. His medical bills were sizable,
and could continue for years.
Time-Life decided to deal Page a
card from the bottom of the deck.
“ They sent one of my old friends to
see me with a proposal,” Page said.
“ He told me that Time-Life would pay
my medical bills up to then and give
me $15,000 if I’d release them from any
future liability.” The remaining twothirds of Page’s brain mulled the
proposition over and made a bad
decision. Page took the money. “ I
signed a piece of paper and that was
it.” Page blew the $15,000 in six
months, and then he was really in
trouble. He was broke, badly disabled,
and unable to get a decent job. That
had been the situation since 1970, and
it had been a long seven years.
"Time-Life took unfair advantage of
you!” Clancy shouted. “ You were in
competent when you signed that
release!”
“ I still am,” Page answered. “ You
got any more drugs?”
That’s how I learned who Tim Page
was. He was among us now, a stranger
in our alienated, post-war American
land. It wasn’t long before Clancy
offered Page a spare bedroom in his
apartment. When that arrangement
ended, Page stayed with a succession
of friends and acquaintances in San
Francisco and Marin County.
Page was the brokest of the broke.
He also suffered from massive head
aches. “ These are my brain pills,”
Page told me one day as he lined up 14
pill bottles in a row. He took one or
more pills from each bottle and made a
pile on the table in front of us. It was
quite a heap of drugs. Then Page
began gulping them, washing them
down with a beer. “ Here, try one of
these,” he said, handing me a white
capsule. I swallowed it and fell asleep
for eight hours. I had no doubts that

THE
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whatever was left of Page’s brain was
sauteed in esoteric chemicals.
LSD was definitely not a good drug
fo r Page. Every tim e he dropped acid
he’d hallucinate VC snipers in the
shrubbery and incom ing a rtille ry
shells overhead. I asked him why he
even bothered to take LSD. “ Looks like
a guaranteed bad trip for you every
tim e,” I said.
“ It is,” Page answered, “ but th a t’s
what makes it so real!”
Page had the emotional makeup of a
young adolescent. He lost his temper
easily, and sometimes became violent
ly depressed. Occasionally, he threat
ened suicide. There were some
im portant parts of his mind missing^
and Page was hard-pressed to make a
go of it. Still, he was a survivor in every
sense of the word.
Being a survivor was what had made
him so famous w ithin the Southeast
Asian press corps. Getting wounded
and going back to the front makes a
person stand out; after Page had sur
vived half a dozen close encounters
w ith death the other journalists really
started taking note of him. Page be
came the personification of good luck.
He was a living rabbit’s foot with a
double charge of mojo.
Most women were fascinated by
Tim Page. His aura glittered w ith the
residue of mad death; he had a rusty
razor-shine about him. Page had no
control whatsoever when it came to
women. Women used Page; Page used
women. What little spare change he
had usually came from his current lady
friend.
Page had a way o f blowing money,
and it was in short supply for him. His
photojournalistic skills weren’t easily
adapted to peace-time pursuits. He
picked up a few dollars here and there
as a free-lance photographer. Tim
Cahill, one of the editors of Rolling
Stone, helped him get a few assign
ments. Steve M iller paid him to take
some pictures for one of his record
albums.
The Page got a chance to sell some

of his old photographs. Hustler, one of
C lancy’s clie n ts , decided to put to 
gether a special atrocity issue, in an at
tem pt to show that the scenes of war
were in fin ite ly more obscene than
pictures of explicit sex. H ustler was in
the market for gory Viet Nam photos
and Page had 20,000 color slides stored
at Tim C a h ill’s house in Sonom a.
Clancy promised H ustler’s art director
that Page would sort through them and
pick out a few dozen of the bloodiest.
I agreed to help Page sort his slides.
We drove out to Sonoma, where Page
had been staying for a month with
Cahill and Susan McBride. Susan
pulled me o ff to one side when we
came into the house. “ I love Page
dearly, but I don’t know how long I can
put up w ith th is,” she whispered. “ He
goes into his room and plays war with

closet door. The closet was filled with
boxes of slides, an enormous amount.
We both plugged in small viewers and
started looking for atrocities. It didn’t
take long to find some. Page had car
ried out his assignm ents at the heart
of darkness well. Every once in a while
I’d come across a particularly horrible
shot.
“ Here’s one, Page. It looks like a
group of decapitated nuns lying in a
village street. There’s four, maybe five
severed heads.”
Page checked the slide. “ No, those
are Buddhist m onks,” he said. “ MiniTet, 1968.” He seemed to remember
where and when he’s taken every one,
as if that part of his brain had been
spared.
“ Here’s another one. Disembowled
children, I think. There’s a whole pile

Page moved like someone who'd been in a
bad accident and had never fully recovered. He
hunched over slightly and shuffled his feet. One
leg pointed out at an unusual angle and he
placed his weight carefully when he walked.
'W ere you in Viet Nam ," I asked. "Part of me
still is," Page said. He laughed long and hard.

his toy tanks and airplanes.” I went to
Page’s room, and sure enough, he was
lining up the toy weapons on top of his
dresser for a quick skirm ish. It was
hard to tell if he was serious or not.
“ Where are the slides?” I asked
Page.
“ In here,” he said, opening up the

of them .”
“ You’re right,” Page said. “ Parrot's
Beak, 1969. Good color.” As usual,
Page was dispassionate and detached.
We kept sorting slides for 12 hours,
with occasional breaks. Most of the
slides we finally selected were from
1968-69, when the war had reached a

fever pitch of madness and brutality.
Finally, we finished with the last box
of slides. “ That ought to do it,” Page
said. He seemed exhilarated. The
voyage through the carnage of South
east Asia had really perked him up.
By now it was early morning. I was
nauseated and disoriented. I went into
C ahill’s bathroom and vomited my
guts out, but that didn’t make me feel
any better. I had a sharp, bitter head
ache that stayed w ith me for several
days.
We drank coffee and sat at the din
ing room table while the dust o f death
settled in our minds. It had been a
night w ith the living dead, narrated by
the specter of Saigon past. I was look
ing at Page through new eyes.
Then Page brought out his special
collection, which he kept in a water
proof envelope. There were about a
dozen pictures, m ostly of loved com 
rades who had been killed in action.
There were a few others, though, and
one really struck me. It looks like a d is
figured, sm iling Buddha with strange
growths on its head and body. “ W hat’s
this one?” I asked Page.
“ That Buddha was carved from a
tree trunk in Cambodia,” Page said.
“ See where the stump came back to
life and sprouted tw igs and leaves?
And see that wall behind the Buddha?
That’s the outer wall of a deserted city
that used to have m illions of people
living in it. Then sweet peas started
growing inside the city. To the Cam
bodians, sweet peas represented the
souls of the dead. They let the sweet
peas grow and abandoned the city. No
one went there, not even the Cong. We
used to sleep there at night. It was the
safest place in Cambodia.”
I had a rare chance to watch Tim
Page at work a few days later. We were
walking along Fulton Street in San
Francisco, next to Golden Gate Park.
As usual, Page had his chipped and
scarred camera loaded w ith film,
hanging on a strap around his neck.
Suddenly we heard a horrendous noise
in the street .as a car went out of
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p
Visa M
C
#
e
x
.
date------□ Bill me
□ Payment enclosed (Deduct $3)

PRINTS; OLD (LEAD) TOY SOLDIERS; MILITARIA

231-9270
8133 S.E. 13TH OLD SELLWOOD
PORTLAND, OREGON 97202
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control and smashed into a concrete
railing, then flipped and overturned
into a ditch. My first reflex was to duck
away from the noise, but the moment
that we heard the first sound, Page
flew into action. He automatically put
the camera to his eye and started walk
ing towards the careening auto, focus
ing the lens and snapping pictures as
he went. Page shuffled across Fulton
as car brakes screeched and horns
blared; he was oblivious to the traffic
and could easily have been run over.
He made it to the upturned auto and
awkwardly bent down to peer in
through the window and get a couple
of good close-ups of the unconscious
driver.
“ I don't think he’s dead,” Page said,
standing up. “ Good wreck, though.”
I moved away from the Bay Area not
long after that, and I haven’t seen Tim
Page for years. I’ve followed his ad
ventures, though. It was a treat to pick
up a copy of Dispatches, Michael
Herr’s inspired memoir of press corps
experiences in Southeast Asia, and
discover that Herr had devoted a goodsized portion of the book to Tim Page.
Herr also wrote the screenplay for
Apocalypse Now, and based the
character of the deranged photog
rapher played by Dennis Hopper in the
film on Page’s legend.
Francis Ford Coppola, Apocalypse
Now’s producer-director, used Page as
a technical advisor on the film. “ You
aren’t making it realistic enough,”
Page told Coppola. “ You need more
death, more blood, more corpses.”
When the Oscars were handed out for
Apocalypse Now, Page was credited
for his help.
Clancy sued Time-Life on Page’s
behalf, and the case slouched through
the California courts for years. TimeLife retained one of the most prest
igious law firms in California to fight
the lawsuit, while Clancy and his
associate Mark Libarle engineered
their side of the case on a shoestring.
In 1981 Page was awarded $125,000.
I’m sure he’s spent it all by now.

Now Tim Page has published a
book. It’s titled Tim Page’s NAM, and it
contains 93 of Page’s photographs of
the Southeast Asian conflict, with an
introduction by William Shawcross
and a heavily ghost-written narrative.
This is probably the definitive photojournalistic work on the war that
ravaged Indo-China and drained
America’s spirit. It’s all there: stunned
Marines hurtling through the air at the
moment of their deaths; corn-fed Air
Cavalry kids trudging into the Chu
Phong jungle’s grisly maw; ghastly
white lime-covered cadavers rotting
beneath the Agent Orange sun.
Tim Page is much more than a fool
hardy photographer who chose the
stench of war as his muse. I have
come to believe that Page is a great
artist whose work is destined to haunt
the rotogravures of history, and that
his impressions of the war are the last
word on the horror show that was Viet
Nam.
Page’s photos hang in art museums
now, and the BBC does documentaries
of his exploits. Lately, Page has be
come a foreign correspondent for a
British news agency. The last I heard of
him was an incomprehensible post
card from Sri Lanka. That makes
perfect sense; there’s a vicious new
war heating up in Sri Lanka, and Page
never could quit while he was ahead.
Still, when I think of Tim Page I like
to imagine him peacefully snoozing
away, sprawled out in an endless floral
graveyard of soulful sweet peas in a
deserted Cambodian necropolis, while
the Buddha of regeneration guards
him from the ravages of the nearby
war. It might have been the safest
place in Cambodia, but Page had to go
through hell to get there.
■
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242-0087

PERSONAL SERVICE l f | |
SPECIAL ORDERS
W e're open Monday
thru Saturday 10-6
Sundays til 5

In The Yamhill Marketplace

:V.

YESTERSHADES
VICTORIAN
STYLE
LAMPSHADES
Silks & Salins with
Fringes & Beads.
Custom Designing
to Suit Your Tastes
Needs

’ 10%
o ff
with this ad

Ike Horn is a Seattle writer and bon
vivant.

3554 S.H. HAWI HORNE
PORTLAND. OREGON 97214

> 238-5755
featuring
v

HOMEMADE PASTRIES
OMELETTES
EGGS BENEDICT
JYRO SANDWICHES
QUICHE
CREPES
BEER & WINE

STREET

CAFE
d

N ew Hours:
Wed. through Sun.
7:30 to 3 wk. days
9 to 3 Sat. & Sun.
(breakfast served any time)

3 3 5 4 S E H a w th o r n e
2 3 2 -4 9 8 2

FRAME D ESIGNS
FOR EVERYONE

GOLDEN LOAF
DAKERY & DELI

TUES-SAT 10AM-5PM

Open Mondays Starting Sept. 12th
3638 S.E. Hawthorne
Portland, OR 97214
(503) 238-0358

Daily Fresh M iddle Eastern
Foods, Pastries, Pocket Bread,
and Groceries
These Delicious Gourmet Foods
at Affordable Prices
TO GO SERVICE AVAILABLE
Tabbouli Solod 1.00, Hummus 1.25
Bobo Gonooj 1.50, Schowormo (Sirloin
Pocket Sandwich 2.50, Falafel 1.50
AND MORE

1334 SE HAWTHORNE
2 3 1 -9 7 5 8

2 F O R 1 F A L L S P E C IA L

— P r e s e n ta tio n o f th is
a d w ill a d m it t w o p e r s o n s fo r th e p r ic e o f o n e a n y d a y
b e fo r e 6 : 0 0 p .m . Expires Oct. 31, 1983
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•
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I

Relax in our private Hot Tub rooms.

•
•
•
•

Whirlpool Jets
Choice of Music
Towels Furnished
Open Daily at Noon

I

W ei

4747 SE Hawthorne |
Phone 239-TUBS
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EASY TO

Air Power

HARD
SAY
Kokiriko. It looks like a wooden
spine, works like a set of dominoes,
sounds like nothing you've ever
heard. Artichoke Music stocks a sur
prising selection of exotic and
inexpensive instruments that are
easier to play than to say: chancas,
sikus, antaras, bansuri, shekeres,
caxixis, ganzas, agogo bells,
gato drums. We also carry
many superb instruments
that are easier to say but
harder to play. At the heart
of Artichoke are people
who can help you play and
say. Mention this ad and get
a free Humanatone.
722
NW 21st,
Portland
248-0356
Hours10-6
Mon.Sat.

You won’t blow it with Iwata and
Paasche airbrushes. We have what
you need to do it right.
820 S.W. 10th Ave. Portland, Oregon 223-3724

Music

ART M EDIA

AMOR EL-KHAYAM
RESTAURANT

DESSERTS • LIGHT LUNCH
SODA FOUNTAIN
Mon-Fri 8am to Midnight
Sat & Sun 9am to Midnight

2 08 N .W . Couch • 248 -9 8 98

Syrian Lebanese Middle East Cuisine
“We cook for you the way we cook
for our families.”
Belly Dancing Friday and Saturday evenings
FOOD TO GO!
Tues. Wed. Thurs.

5-9 PM

6219 SE Foster

Beer and Wine
Fri.-Sat. 5-11 PM

774-7161

---------- $2.00 O FF A NY D INNER W ITH T HIS COUPON-------J

Does your money:
Build nuclear weapons? Pollute the
environm ent? Support repressive regimes?
Encourage on the job discrim ination?
OR WILL IT: C onstruct a hydro plant?
Renovate a neighborhood? Provide good jobs?
Produce high quality goods and services?
Find out in GOOD MONEY. the new sletter of
social investing and inventing. a bi-monthly, 12
page nexvsletter. Subscribers get 100 unedited
xvords that are published in NETBACK1NG — a
separate, bi-m onthly newsletter.

G ood Money also offers direct investm ent
analysis services for individual and in
stitutional investors.
Yearly subscription rates: S 108/corporations.
S36/indix iduals and nonprofits. S 12/students.
and incom es under S 13.000. Send S3 for
sam ple copy or ask for brochure. G ood Money,
Dept. CQ/B, 28 Main St.. Montpelier. YT
05602.

FRESH SEAFOOD
RETAIL/WHOLESALE

Market run by Fisherman’s
Family from Newport,
which explains our Low Prices!

2038 NE 40th

288-4137

finely crafted, hardwood

desk sets

from $ 14.50

The Real Mother Goose
A Shop and Gallery
Downtown 9th 3 Yamhill 223-9510
Washington Square
620-2243

Chocolate M oose
Tavern <£ S tea k Cellar
Steak & Pot Roast Dinners
5 :30-10:00 Tues.-Sun.

211 S.W. Ankeny
222-5753

Tavern Open 11:30 Daily
Recorded Jazz &
Classical Music

fl

fl

fl

fl

fl

bicycle commuter, tourist & competitor.

fl

Open Friday Evenings & Sundays

Tues-Sat 10-6pm Sunday 12-5pm

THE AFFORDABLE BIKE SHOP!
35 NW 3R D

PORTLAND, OR

fl
fl

•
•
•
•
•
•

Large Selection of Greek and Domestic Wines
Excellent Sandwiches at Reasonable Prices
Greek Beer
Featuring Authentic Greek Souvlaki
Greek Imported Foods
Catering Available for Small Parties
1740 E. BURNSIDE

232-0274

[5 0 3 ] 3 3 7 -3 5 3 5
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I Call On

CLAUDIA
CAVESUMNER
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visiting with Claudia Cave-

Sumner, I meet her two dogs. The one
whose eyes are different colors is a real
sweetheart. The other one, the one with
the rat-nose and the electric tail, looks
like he might like to do something to me,
though it’s not entirely clear what.
Looking at Cave-Sumner’s drawings,
the question of what the dog might have
in mind, left to its own devices, becomes
even more intriguing. Would it like to bite
me on the leg? Engage me telepathically?
Inhabit my body?
But the dog is in the garage now, and
we're sitting on the lawn of the small, wellcared-for green shingled house she
shares with her husband Kent in a quiet
family neighborhood in Salem. Kent’s off
to work, we're in the shade of a tree with
some kind of little green fruit dropping off
of it.
As we talk, the little green fruit I am
absently mutil ating with my fingernail
gradually begins taking on the feeling of
something in one of her drawings, a kind
of importance that makes me begin hav
ing second thoughts about digging my fin
gers into a fig for my own amusement.

BY JIM BLASHFIELD

But that’s what draws you to someone’s
art, isn’t it? It’s the ability to show you
something you haven’t been seeing.
Clinton St. Quarterly: Would you give
me a brief history of your life?
Claudia Cave-Sumner: It would be very
brief, because it hasn’t been that involved.
I was born in Salem and went to Salem
schools. After I graduated, I went to Ore
gon College of Education [in nearby Mon
mouth] and decided I wanted to be a
teacher. When I was a little kid, I was the
type of person who would gather the
young kids into my garage and teach
them things — things I didn’t know, but I
would teach them anyway. Another
reason is because I was always involved
in art and I didn’t know what else you
could do with art. You can't be an artist.
That’s not a real job.
I taught for three years, and got married
to one of my best friends from college.
We decided we wanted to go back to
school, and moved to Moscow, to attend
graduate school at the University of
Idaho. All my professors were males, who
couldn’t relate to what I was doing and I
couldn’t relate to them. And so I spent a
lot of time being frustrated.
But I found when I left that all thatfrustration that I was dealing with at the'time
is the main force in what I’m doing now.
It really forced me to think about my direc
tion, my reasons fordoing what I'm doing,
my imagery; it clarified my goals.
CSQ: Are you drawing for yourself, or are
you communicating with someone else
when you draw?
CCS: I think both. Of course the ideas
start with me. Because I find I have more
power in what I do if it’s coming from an
emotional base. I can’t take your emotion
and do a piece from it. I have to take
mine. And I try to clarify imagery to a cer
tain extent, so it won’t be so jumbled up
with unimportant things that it makes no
sense at all. If I were just drawing for my
self, I'd just be popping in all these things
that are coming to my mind. Because
people do view it, I think about what some
one will see first. How they will react.
CSQ: What is your attitude toward the
content of these drawings?
CCS: I think my stuff has two levels, re
ally. I think there’s a humorous level al
ways. There’s a part of me that can't take
too many things too seriously. I don't
know what’s important in life, I haven't
found that out. But on the other hand, I’m
a fairly serious person, and so everything
is important. I’m a person with a lot of

Above: Hollow Ween. At right: Night Life

contradictions. And I think my draw
ings show that, they’re humorous
and kind of light, and on the other
hand there’s the underlying tone of
seriousness, maybe some forebod
ing at times . . . .
CSQ: Do you ever get frightened
when you're doing drawings?
CCS: No, never.
CSQ: Do you know the experience
I’m talking about?
CCS: When I do a drawing of some
thing, I’ve already faced it. When the
drawing comes out, it’s no longer
frightening. I think it’s frightening to
other people, at times, but not to me.
CSQ: What are you referring to?
CCS: I think that some of the imag
ery, especially the dogs, are frighten
ing to people. Sometimes they look
violent to people. Maybe it’s because
they can’t understand, then it be
comes frightening. I think people
want to feel comfortable and want to
feel safe. Sometimes my drawings
are not safe . . . a lot of artwork is
not safe. Safe in that it’s easy to look
and know exactly what you're seeing.
r

“I THINK THE
WORLD, RIGHT
NOW, ISA VERY
UNSAFE PLACE,
AND I THINK
THAT IS
REFLECTED IN
THE ARTWORK. I
KNOW THAT I ’M
AFFECTED BY
IT.”
Above: Tea For Who. Below: Summ er’s Catch
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CSQ: How come the dogs figure so
prominently in what you're doing?
CCS: Originally they had to do with
the relationship I saw between dogs
and women, in this society. You’re
either the pet or the worker — there
to please men, or work for men, but
never quite the equal. Originally the
people weren’t even in the pieces .
. . they were just dogs. And then as
time progressed,. I saw the dogs
more as something inside of myself
. . . a part of myself that needed to
be expressed but that as a person I
found difficult to express, verbally
say. So I put a human being in the
drawings as myself, as my physical
self, and then the dog became that
which was being expressed.
CSQ: Earlier, I was trying to pin you
down on whether the dog meant
something different in one place than
in another place. In this drawing, the
dog doesn't seem very beaten down
at all.
CCS: I don’t think of myself being an
unequal person, and the dog being
an unequal entity. I really don’t be
moan my existence as a woman at
all. I think sometimes it’sdifficult. And
I think that being a man is difficult in
many respects too. I’m not trying to
portray the downtrodden at all. And
you're right, in each drawing, the dog
and the person, in their reaction and
interrelationship with each other is
different from the next piece.
CSQ: To what extent are these dogs
also just two dogs ... that are part of
your life?
CCS: That's part of it too. because
a lot comes from watching my own
dogs react, to myself, people around
them, or to each other. Dogs cannot
hold back their emotions. The way
they feel is always out there. If they
love you, they’re all over you. We are
conditioned to inhibit. So I see that
in my work, it is the part of me that
can be expressed without any inhi
bition.
CSQ: Your drawings that I've seen
all seem to relate to domestic ac
tivities. At least they take place in a
house . . . lots of floors and walls.
CCS: Originally I did that because I
wanted to work with my background

as a female person. Being at home
is really comfortable. It's where I can
feel, in a sen^e, safe, where I can do
what I want to do. But also, I think
the interior of a room has a lot to do
with the interior of a person . . with
feeling and emotion or something
happening in my life.
CSQ: These drawings have a very
contemporary quality to them, a kind
of spikiness, and a kind of repressed
or threatening quality just to the way
you draw things sometimes.
CCS: I think the world, right now, is
a very unsafe place, and I think that
is reflected in the artwork. I know that
I'm affected by it. When I see some
thing that I can react to emotionally,
then it's going to show back through
when I'm drawing.
CSQ: There was a time, not too long
ago, when someone dealing with rec
ognizable subject matter would have
been just a total outcast, absolutely.
CCS: That's true, about ten years
ago. That’s been changing, and I’m
not sure why, except I know that
people are real concerned about de
aling with more personal ways of ex
pressing themselves through art.
There are not the real movements
like there used to be, like Cubists. I
don't see there is a movement hap
pening, except the women's move
ment has had a lot of influence on
the art world. It’s kind of opened up
imagery . . . made it ok to do a lot of
different things. And maybe that's the
movement, I don't know.
When I was in undergraduate
school I was led to believe there were
certain subjects you didn't use, cer
tain colors you didn't use, and those
were directly related to whether they
were masculine or feminine. If they
were feminine, you didn't use them
because they were trite. And unim
portant. I never used a pink, I never
used butterflies, I never used flow
ers .. . oh boy, there was a whole
list of things I wouldn't deal with in
imagery. And then there came a
point, right before I graduated, when
I realized that I was just denying all
this stuff that was inside of me that
was important. I remember this being
almost an explosion inside of me,
and I thought, what am I doing ignor
ing all this stuff? So I started stuffing
my paintings so they would be more
sensual, more feminine, and I started

Above: Sofa Sized Painting. Below: Holy Cat

“IF YOU’VE
LIMITED
YOURSELF TO
PARTICULAR
SUBJECT
MATTER AND
PARTICULAR
IDEAS YOU’RE
DEFEATING THE
PURPOSE OF
AR T
using pastel colors, a lot. And when
I paint, I still use pastels a lot . . .
pink, everything was pink, for a long
time.
That whole era was one of real
awakening for me, as far as realizing
that art could be just about anything,
and that if you’ve limited yourself to
particular subject matter and particu
lar ideas, then you're defeating the
purpose of art, which is to extend.
Art should be expanding, there's no
limits to art, supposedly. We've limits
to a lot of things but not to art. Now
I just use whatever is there, and if it
happens to be feminine, I don’t even
think about i t . . . it's ok. Or if it hap
pens to be a masculine usage of
something, then that's ok. There’s no
■
limit anymore.
Jim Blashfield was last seen “on
location” of Pillars of Portland,
talking with his dear friend Ethyl
Lombard.
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NORTHWEST
FILM STUDY
CENTER

1219 SW Park Ave.
Portland, OR 97205
221-1156

•••••••••••••
FALL HIGHLIGHTS
PORTLAND EXPOSE
September 15-17
Uncovered from the dusty vaults of
Hollywood, this classic (I?) 1957 “B " movie is
the story o f mobsters muscling in on Portland.

Sponsored by Holy Trinity
Greek Orthodox Church of Oregon

PHILO HOUSE
THRIFT SH OP
Old & New Merchandise
Clothing
Books
Small Appliances
Toys
Miscellaneous
TERRIFIC BARGAINS

I

INTRODUCING:
PORTLAND'S
BEST
PIZZA

PARCHMAN
FARM

A PORTLAND JAZZ CLUB

Chuck Caputo, Former owner
of “THATSA MY MAMA’S”
pizzaria has joined our staff.
He has brought with him what
we believe is Portland’s best
pizza recipe. Try it soon, you
will see how good pizza can be!

Tuesday-Saturday 10AM-3PM

2 7 2 4 East Burnside
2 3 2 -3 9 9 2

A F F IL IA T E D WITH
P O R T LA N D
F E M IN IS T W OMEN’S
H E A L T H CENTER

. tDWMO tINNS C*»OYN C1AIG VUCIMAGHIGG if ANNI C*«MtN
AUNOSltVPARSONShotetm
ioAnH Bunowi

IT A L IA N C IN EM A

Antonioni:
The Passenger (9/23)
Blow-Up (9/24)
Red Desert (9/25)
Visconti:
Rocco & His Brothers (10/1)
The Leopard (10/2)
The Damned (10/15)
The Stranger (10/16)
Death in Venice (10/22)
Conversation Piece (10/23)
The Innocent (10/29)

ABORTION
INFORMATION
&
REFERRAL SERVICE
FROM PORTLAND

777-7044
FROM A LL OTHER
CITIES IN OREGON

1-800-452-3226

1204 SE Clay St.
235-7831

LIVE JAZZ
FRIDAY and SATURDAY

AVALON

318 SW . 9th

FINE ANTIQUES • VINTAGE CLOTHING

VICTIMIZED BY LEGAL PROBLEMS?
INJURED?
ARRESTED?
GET HELP!
JOSHUA RIED, Attorney-At-Law
520 SW Yamhill,

Pacific Building,

248-0343

V ID E O CLASSICS
A four-part series surveying the work o f major
video artists, pioneers o f the art form.

PO ETRY IN M O TIO N

HAND-EMBROIDERED

(9/22)

A new documentary featuring poems and
readings by several major poets.

SUPER 8 IN TH E V ID E O A G E

THAI “HMONG” DRESS

(9/28)

Toni Treadway and Bob Brodsky o f Boston
presenting the many possibilities o f Super
8mm film production.

T H E FILM S OF ROBERT M. Y O U N G
A long-time independent filmmaker with
outstanding humanistic films to his credit.
Young will be present fo r the 1 0 /8 show.

Alambrista (10/5)
Short Eyes (10/7)
Rich Kids (10/7)
The Ballad of Gregorio Cortez
(10/8)
Documentaries (10/9)

Fabulous Breakfasts

Comedienne (10/20-21)
A new documentary which follows, over a
two year period, the careers o f two aspiring
young comediennes.

The Phantom of the Paradise
(10/30)
For Halloween. Brian DePalma's rock fantasy.

From The Hills Of
S.E. Asia’s Golden Triangle.
Year-Round Versatility.
700% Cotton
$45

Affordable
Gourmet Dining
Lunch & Dinner Specials
vegetarian Dishes
also available

Saturday Matinees will begin again on 9 /1 7 ,
at 2:00. A complete schedule is forthcoming.

NATURAL FIBER CLOTHING
FROM AROUND THE WORLD

Breakfast & Lunch
sat-sun
tues-fri
9am-2pm
7:30am-3pm

LEARN A LITTLE! Film Center Fall Term
classes are starting throughout the fall,
featuring such topics as New Italian Cinema.
On-Location Lighting. Radio Production.
Small Format Video. Filmmaking. Script
writing. Sci-Fi Horror Films: A Humanistic
Survey, and others. Consult our Fall program
for complete details.

For more information about these
and other Film Center events, call
221-1156.___________________
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Dinner
thurs-sat
5:00-10:00prn
In Hillsdale Shopping Center
Just off Barbur Blvd.
Next to Wilson High
246-3417

3401 S.E. Belmont Street
231-1570

Wedding Bends

SANDERS & DIXON

Diamonds, Gems & Custom Designing

LAWYERS
NORTHWEST PORTLAND at EIGHTEENTH & HOYT

The Firm Concentrates in Financial
Counseling (Chapter Thirteen Debt
Adjustment Plans and Chapter Seven
Bankruptcy), Small Business, Real
Estate, Family Law, Personal Injury
and Insurance matters.
(5 0 3 ) 2 4 2 - 1 4 4 0

1727 NW Hoyt

Illi

i

The Real Mother Goose
W
V
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\V
sV

Rain

A light, fresh, floral blend
$2.85 for % oz.
$4.50 for Vz oz.
Also available in 4 oz.
mist cologne for $5.50.

Escential has created six new perfume oils blended
with Rain: China Rain, Garden Rain, Jasmine
Rain, Portland Rain, Ocean Rain and Violet Rain.
Enjoy these exciting northwest fragrances, or
make your own-choosing from more than 85 perfume oils.
Mon.-Fri. 10-6
Sat. 10-5:30
NOW OPEN SUNDAYS
NOON-5

n

escential
lotions & oils
727 N W 21st Avenue
248-9748

A Shop a n d Gallery
Downtown 9th & Yamhill 223-9510
Washington Square
620-2243
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Wine Testing
Fridoys 4 :3 0 -8 :0 0
•
Introductory
Wine Classes

•

The Skidmore Village Kite Gallery
Kites, Kits, M aterials, P attern s
The Windplay Guide & Catalog, $1.00
232 SW Ankenv, Portland, OR 97204
(503)223-1760

Fresh-cut Flowers
•
61 SW 2nd Portland 97204
223-6060

Serving Super Sandwiches
If you can find a better East Side
sandwich ... eat it.

6 5 1 7 S E F o ster Rd.
774-7975
Stephen Farris/Proprietor

Rainy day Flowers
PORTLAND'S RETAIL FLOWER MARKET

Yes, Portland, there is an alternative
THE
915 S.W . Ninth
GREAT
Portland, Or.
NO RTH W EST
97205

• fresh garden flowers
• Hawaiian tropicals
• the best in flowering & foliage plants
110 S. W. YAMHILL
PORTLAND, OREGON 97204
503 248 9524

VISIT US AT YAMHILL MARKETPLACE

HIGH QUALITY USED AND OUT-OF-PRINT
BOOKS . . . REASONABLE PRICES
OPEN 11:30-6 MON-FRI, 12-6 SAT, 12-5 SUN
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P A S T R IE S • L U N C H • L IG H T D IN N E R S

PAPAMA/ON
5 8 2 9 S.E. MILWAUKIE • 2 3 2 -9 4 4 0 • , 701 NW 2 3 rd • CLOSED SUN-MON |

E V E R Y N IG H T 6 -1 1 ; F R I-S A T - 1 2
L U N C H M -F 1 2 :0 0 - 2 :0 0

2 5 2 4 S E C L IN T O N
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We don’t do w indow s
or cars, or trucks, or
sig n s, or b u sin ess
cards, orlogos
We don’t tak e
out th e tra sh
or deliver
balloons, or

th e dog. We do w alls
L ittle w alls. Big w alls
w e do it b ehind
your back
239-5877 af

«M M
MMMMI
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We are a confederation of designers, illus
trators and writers, organized to collectively
promote our many skills and talents. We are
the Galleria Group, a network of individuals
committed to solving problems and providing
services for a broad range of creative assign
ments. Be it illustration, brochures, publication
design, production, calligraphy, lettering, lay
outs, comps, logos and identity programs,
writing, or just a helping hand, give us a call.
We are the Galleria Group and w e’d like to get
to know you.
Located
in the Galleria
921 S.W Morrison
Portland, OR 97205

■ Elizabeth Anderson
Lettering & Design
243-2060
■ Steven Bemis
Graphic Design
228-6031
■ Mark Brunsman
Graphic Design
223-5399
■ Corinna Campbell
Graphic Design
223-5399
■ Kevin Cole
Writer, Producer
295-0706
■ Michael Duffield
Graphic Design, Lettering
227-0841
■ Barbara Eden
Advertising Copy Writer
227-0173

»

■ Frank Farah
Cartoonist
223-8365
■ Marianne Fellner
Graphic Design
220-0272
■ Dave Gill
Illustration
241-5902
■ Gene Gill
lllustrator/Designer
241-5902
■ Jerry Hammel
Graphic Design
223-8365
■ Clint Huffman
Design, Photography
221-1393

■ Jerry Ketel
Graphic Design
241-7748
■ Carl Lauersen
Illustration
223-8365
■ Maki Myoga
Graphic Design
225-0235
■ Maya Myoga
Graphic Design
225-0235
■ Diane Nilsen-Wright
Mechanicals, Illustration
241-0324
■ Tabor Olson, Inc.
Creative Services
227-0841
■ Dan O’Neil
Design, Illustration
227-0841
■ Robert Pierce
Writing, Editing
241-3496
■ James Reynolds
Brochure Design
227-0173
■ Darryl Ware
Communication Design
241-5922

MICHAL ^ C Y

E R IC LARSEN, ILLUSTRATOR R E PRESENTEDbyARTFARM
3 4 0 3 S.W. CORBETT, PORTLAND,OREGON97201 (5 0 3 )2 4 1 -2 5 5 4

R. THOMAS
I lAYTHORN
A R T I S T 'S

R E P R E S E N T A T IV E

(503) 227-2824, PORTLAND, OREGON
DESIGN AND PHOTOILLUSTRATION BY: STEVE STECKLY AND ANTON KIMBALL

Making the ordinary unique.
Steve Bemis Graphic Design/228-6031

Materials that create harmony in
your personal environment
promote harmony in the earth's
environment, as well. Get a
good night's sleep on a
buckwheat hull pillow that
supports your neck and relieves
body tension. Northwest Futon
Company a natural.

Spend one-third o f your life
surrounded by nature and your
dreams w ill be sweeter. Our
futon is portable, versatile, and,
like everything else w e sell,
affordable. Northwest Futon
Company a sleeper.

Bring this ad in before
August 30th and w e ll give
you 10% off any regularly
priced item In the store.
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FUTON
M
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400 SW 2nd, Portland
242-0057
Hours: Mon-Fri 11-6/Thurs 11-7/Sat 11-5
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FREE T-SHIRT!
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When you either start or renew your subscription to Willamette Week with the
coupon below, we'll send you a FREE Willamette Week T-shirt. This is a limited
offer, so act fast and get yours today.

• D New £7 Renewal (if renewal, please include mailing label)
[J $16 One year and a free Willamette Week T-shirt
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ow’s the Time, Charlie Parker
titled one of his revolutionary
new tunes in the 1940s. But in American
popular music, Now is always the time,
and in late 1982, a number of Portland's
younger jazz players were just aching to
find an outlet for music they were only
hearing in their heads.
Tall, red-haired and bearded, Rick
Mitchell, who had become a fixture in
Portland music circles over the past 11
years as a critic, editor and radio host,
was bored. His job had vanished that fall
along with the Oregon Journal, and he
was in the mood to see some bridges
burn. In his head, too, Mitchell was hear
ing music that seemed much newer and
fresher than what he’d been listening to
around town. Mitchell needed an oppor
tunity to express what he had absorbed
as a critic, needed a reality to test his
ideas on . . . He needed a band.
Mitchell’s deepest roots were in the
rock and roll of the ’60s, but his years as
a listener had taught him the virtues of
the jazz attitude and its respect for good
craftsmanship. Yet he was still looking for
something a little more out there on the
edge, and, in the playing of a few younger
jazz musicians, he sensed what he was
looking for: guitarist Dan Balmer, who ap
pears with David Friesen and the Tom
Grant Band; bassist Dave Captein, a
young jazz veteran now with the rock
band Nu Shooz; drummer Carlton
Jackson, late of Dan Siegel and currently
with such polar opposites as the Woody
Hite Big Band and rocker Johnny Koonce;
jazz trumpeter John Jensen, with one foot
in the mainstream and the other in the
avant-garde, always working with a num
ber of groups at once, including Years of
Sweat; and Jim Pribbenow, a young altoist who can express himself in all styles
with vigor.
Mitchell talked to each one in turn about
putting together a punk-funk band along
the lines of legendary free-jazz innovator,
Ornette Coleman’s current electric group,
but with their own collective style and
approach.
“You want to do that?" John Jensen
asked. “You think you can do it? I’ve
wanted a band like that for 10 years!” In
February of this year, Mitchell brought the
instrumentalists together, and Le Bon
was born. He labeled the music “Future
Funk” but their native language was rock
and roll. They still needed a singer. Enter
Billy Kennedy, whose own band,- Special
K, performs weekly for its own hipster au
dience at the Mediterranean.
“The idea wasn’t to do this music in
jazz nightclubs,” says Mitchell, “but in
New Wave clubs . . . . I was looking for a
punk singer, but I envisioned him singing
almost as a joke, so we could get over in
those places. But Billy turned out to be
much more talented than that."

After opening for local dance bands for
several months, Le Bon played its first
full show at Chuck’s Steak House in July.
The lounge was filled with a dancing,
sweaty crowd, fresh from Neighborfair
and loose enough to try anything.
“How many people here like Ronald
Reagan?” Mitchell asks. The audience
mutters. “How many people like Miles
Davis?” They yell approval. “Just wanted
to make sure we were among friends,”
he laughs, and the band growls into “Dis
appearing,” using Miles’ tune as a spring
board for wild somersaults of their own
design. When Le Bon covers someone
else’s tune, whether it’s jazz or Jimi
Hendrix, the groove is always there, the
original riffs are recognizable, but they do
it in their own way, sometimes honking
and barking in cacophonous rut, some-

Top: Carlton Jackson (Photo: Ross
Hamilton) Bottom: Billy Kennedy (Photo:
Paul Diener)
W
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“What we're after is an audience that wiii
say, 'Yeah, there's another kind of energy
up there, and yeah, we can dance to it,
and yes, they are crazy

times melodically riding the funk rhythms,
but with a hungry, gnawing dissonance
at the edges of every song.
“The last thing I’d do is listen to records
to cop shit off the tunes,” says guitarist
Balmer, his eyes wide apart and almond
shaped. “In this band, you listen to a rec
ord once, get the general idea, and then
put your whole self into it; we’re just using
the germ of the tune, and then we take
off from there.”
Balmer’s throbbing guitar announces
“Jumpin’ Jack Flash," a ’60s rock and roll
anthem. Billy Kennedy squeals 1980sstyle, one hand on out-thrust hip, the other
wagging in the air; a foot stamps the floor,
his shoulders shake loose. He declaims
in falsetto, he throws his head back. The
words are distorted, fractured, synco
pated and howled; Billy's voice joins the
horns and guitar as they rage along on
top of the groove.
“I’m much more interested in the rhyth
mic meter of the words and the way they
come out as a horn than I am in the actual
message they manifest,” says Billy. His
soft speaking voice carries a Fort Smith,
Arkansas, twang. He improvises many of
his lyrics in performance, matching the
controlled hysteria of his delivery with
bursts of spontaneous poetry._________
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“I don’t wanna ever have to sing
about no meltdown,
I don't wanna have to quote Allen
Ginsberg .. .
Plutonium Ode . . .
Who was it first broke that atom into
little bitty pieces anyway
but Edward T e lle r. . .
You can eat my jelly roll.”
“If we were an instrumental band,”
Balmer says, “we’d just be standing up
there playing weird music. But when Billy
comes up and all hell breaks loose, that
allows us to bring out a whole different
aspect of ourselves."
Billy: “My style of singing is built around
playing in the street and catching people
by surprise. In the street, you have a to
tally alive audience. . . . A lot of the antics
I use come from being a mediocre Willie
Nelson-Bob Dylan singer, and out on the
street everybody would pass me by. So
I just started screaming at people, ‘Hey,
gimmie a quarter, Oohoooohowow!!”’
“I haven’t heard any band in this country
that can cop a groove similar to what Miles
is doing and then have Billy K. come in
and improvise on it,” Mitchell asserts.
“Conceptually,” says Billy, “that was the
thing that interested me most about join
ing this band: I’d always wanted to learn
to sing on top of Miles Davis.”
“It’s nice playing loud, real loud,” says
the 25-year-old Balmer. “There are 13
million people in America who own
guitars, and most of them started under
the impression they would be playing to
tally loud at gigantic rock concerts, jump
ing up and down for ten thousand scream
ing teenaged girls. I’ve always wanted to
play loud, wailing music.”
“The more you increase the volume,"
Billy says, “the bigger truck you’ve got to
turn around; the quieter it is, the quicker
Jesus can be here. But this band can work

hey, give me all the money,
hey, give me all the money.”
The music has virtually stopped, except
for Jensen, with a sporty cap atop his
6'5", 250-pound frame, chanting, “Give
me all the money.” The other musicians
spontaneously take it up, “Give me all the
money, hey, give me all the money,” and
then the audience joins in, “Give me all
the money, give me all the money.”
• • •

at a loud volume and do real well, be
cause everybody has more freedom. You
can just shake your head and go loose,
and when you come back in, you know
that it’ll be there . . .
“I don’t want to give the impression that
we’re these caged animals waiting to
break out,” Jensen says. “Yes, we do
have more freedom in this band, but we
don’t play aimlessly, we play intentionally,
even though at times it is very ‘out.’
“What we’re after is an audience that
will say, ‘Yeah, there’s another kind of

energy up there, and yeah, we can dance
to it, and yes, they are crazy . . .
On a tune by Bill Laswell called “Work
Song,” all instruments except bass,
drums and Mitchell’s congas lay out while
Jensen raps.
“A man is standing in the doorway,
it’s too dark to see his feet,
but we can guess at his intentions
and quite soon we’ll have to meet.
“And he’ll say, ‘Give me all the
money,
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• homemade nitrate free sausages
• open daily in Eugene at 4th & Blahin the Red Barn

345-3997

But how crazy is Le Bon?
Although it may be classical American
music now, we have to remember that
when bebop was first introduced it was
initially put down as “Chinese music” by
older jazz players. But it provided the fran
tic kind of expression that the hippest
members of the post-war generation
craved in the late 1940s.
“There has to be a future music,” Jen
sen points out, and in its turn Le Bon offers
today an analogous kind of rawly crafted
energy appropriate to a generation raised
on rock and roll. Allen Ginsberg, whose
aim in the late 1940s was to bring poetry
closer to the spontaneous compositions
of modern jazz, would approve of Le Bon,
a band for whom “the future is now.”
“I prefer the term ‘New Music’ to ‘New
Wave,’ Mitchell says. “We’re not New
Wave. Like it says in ‘All The Critics Love
You,’ 'What are you looking at, punk? You
ain’t as cool as me, because I’m from the
old school.' The Sex Pistols were neces
sary for rock and roll, and there’s a certain
energy there I like tapping in on. But in
terms of musicianship, that's not where
we’re coming from at all.
“We’re bad. That’s our motto.”
■

Lynn Darroch writes about music for
the Clinton St. Quarterly and edits the
journal of the Oregon Jazz Society.
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W. 10th & Olive • Eugene

SATURDAY
MARKET...
E u gen e’s W eekly
C elebration
• C r a f ts F a ir • F o o d F a ir
• O p e n A ir
• A lw ays F r e e
Every Saturday 10 a.m.-5 p.m.
In the beautiful “Park Blocks”
8th & Oak Sts., Eugene, OR
(503) 686-8885 for more info.

C o m e b e p a r t o f t h e m a g ic !

A fine selection of books on personal & spiritual
growth, psychology, healing, the occult. Records &
tapes of music for meditation and relaxation.
Unique in Eugene.

Records — Tapes

Posters

Cards

Incense

Monday-Saturday 10-6 • 790 E. 11th. Eugene 97401

485-4848
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H air Stylist fo r M e n a n d W o m e n

2 6 6 0 O A K STREET
EUGENE, OREGON 9 7 4 0 5

fo r a p p o in t m e n t c a ll 3 4 3 - 4 8 1 3

SUNDANCE
Natural Foods
748 East 24th
Eugene 343-9142
Everyday 8am-llpm

EUGENE TRADING CO
boa. b,e

S iz e ,

We can meet your furnishing
needs ... at affordable prices!
Vj futons (cotton fold-up mattresses)
jv fb e d frames
rice paper shades and lanterns
Vfgrass mats
pillows, sheets, comforters
V funique selection of cotton clothing too!

EUGENE TRADING CO.

The Natural Fibre 5tore

651 E. 13, Eugene, OR 97401 (503) 344-7006

10 am -6 pm Mon-Fri
11 am -5 pm 5at

Cannon Beach
Cafe de ladder
Cannon Beach, Oregon

(503) 436-1179

A Seafood Restaurant
A Cannon Beach Institution

240 N. Hemlock ' 436-2234

Edible art w orks

Brunch: 10-4 S a fS u n
Dinner: 6-10 Tues-Sat

<__________ _____________
1

CANNON BEACH
BOOK COMPANY
P.O. Box 634
132 N orth Hemlock
Cannon Beach, OR 97110

Comfortable Clothing from Around the World.
(503) 436-1301
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223 N. Hemlock, Carmon Beach, OR

97110

Aneighborhood
tradition for the
whole city.
Superior Italian food and wines served in
a spirit of generosity and warmth.
Lunch: 11:30 - 2:00 pm Monday - Friday
Dinner: 5:00 -11:00 pm every night
Ask about our special banquet service
Reservations suggested
221-1195 • 2112 N.W. Kearney

There is an old
place witha new face
in N.W. Portland.
BOX LUNCHES

On the corner of N. W. 21st and Lovejoy ■ 227-4270

thursday-saturday 7am-midnight
sunday-wednesday 7am-3pm
SUNDAY-WEDNESDAY NIGHTS AVAILABLE
FOR PRIVATE PARTIES

HUNGRY?

M a k e r s off

Y o g u rt
C o tta g e C h e e s e
K e fir a n d
C re a m C h eese

GET CULTURED

Stretch Isfaijcf
Fruit L eafier
The simple Snack.

THE

^Mediterranean
an unusual place

featuring

M e x ic a n D rin k s !

Greek Wines

Greek Olives

V i r g i n ia C a fe Prices!

Spanakopita

Souvlaki

Dolmades
" A ta s te o f A c a p u lc o o n P a r k A v e n u e "

Open for Lunch at 11:00 a.m.

VIRGINIA CAFE
IM I

/ H - t i S3

Luncheon Specials
Wed. night is poetry night—host Walt Curtis

1650 W. Burnside

222-1507
Clinton St.

Wildcat carries withhimall thecomfortsofhome: changesof clothes, canned
goods, whiskey, melons, alargewoodenkitchenbox, arifle- whichpark
regulationsstrictlyforbid-andammoenoughfora war.

Coyotean

SANOEING

They glory in the beauty of the Cana
dian north woods as they stroll back. They
inhale the loamy forest air.
Now Wildcat shrugs the canoe to his
shoulders, and trots off up the path. At
the first canoe rest, a log nailed high up
between two trees, he drops the bow on
it and steps out from under. “Look,
Coyote, they have places to lean your
boat in this wilderness. I am testing it.” “I
will test the ground itself,” pants Coyote,
and lies down.
Now Coyote takes the canoe. He gets
beneath it, he struggles to lift it. It shifts
on the crossmember a little. Now he lifts
it with all his might, and staggers away.
Onward he falls forward, step by step.
Now he is breathing hard. Now the sweat
rolls down his angular nose. Now he pants
openly. The boat is heavy! Why are their
canoe rests so far apart? Wildcat disap

pears ahead.
Wildcat waits for Coyote. Flies buzz,
birds fly past. Finally Coyote staggers up
the path. “I will take it,” Wildcat says. “No,
I will carry it,” Coyote snaps. But soon he
allows Wildcat to take over the burden.
Completing the third trip, they mound
the canoe high. Now they climb in. The
boat sinks low in the water. They are
canoeing at last! Swiftly they glide across
silver-blue Kibbie Lake. A loon calls, a
flock of ravens skirt the shore. Wildcat
steers and Coyote mans the bow.
They come to shore. “We land side
ways,” Wildcat directs. “I always come in
bow frontwards,” Coyote exclaims. “My
new boat will be scratched.” “It is only
mud.” “Sideways.” “Bow foremost.” “No.”
“No.” “Shut up Coyote, it is my boat.”
They set up Wildcat’s yellow dome tent.
Coyote builds the fire, and has a smoke.

"Takethegunback, "Coyotetellshim. "Ohno, therearebearsinthesewoods. ”
"Youfearbears?" "Inmyhousewespeakoflittleelse, "says Wildcat.

U B g

ByRickRubin

Painting by T. Michael Gardiner
I B U ildcat calls from San Francisco
V W in the cool of a July morning. “Do
you want to go canoe The Bowron?” he
asks. “Where’s The Bowron?” Coyote
asks. “Look it up,” Wildcat tells him, “I’ll
be there in a few days.”
Coyote and Wildcat have been friends
for 20 years, since Wildcat was a college
student and Coyote a hang-around type.
They lived on Cable Street in the bohem
ian Goose Hollow district. Nowadays
when Coyote is in San Francisco he
bunks at Wildcat’s Portola Hill row house;
and they drink at Harrington’s in the finan
cial district, Wildcat’s regular watering
hole. So too, Wildcat is a welcome guest
at Coyote’s Northwest neighborhood Vic
torian, and they drink at The Goose,
Coyote’s long-time beer joint.
Coyote looks up The Bowron, and finds
it’s a famous canoe circuit of lakes and
rivers with short portages scattered here
and there between, amidst exotic wildlife
in a Canadian wilderness. A string of 13
lakes near the Alberta-B.C. border forms
a rectangle of water that appears to bring
you backto.where you started. The British
Columbia parks department brochure he
gets describes a mere 8 kilometers of por
tage, against 14.4 of rivers and 90.8 of
limpid blue lakes, amongst the frisky
grizzly bears and jagged mountain peaks.
Wildcat shows up with a fine new canoe
atop his station wagon. “Ha, ha, Coyote,”
Wildcat says, “I bought this boat on my
way out of town. I haven’t even told BlackNecked Stilt about it. Let’s go canoeing.”
Wildcat’s beard is grey now, and he
wears glasses, but his muscles bulge as
of old. Coyote is clean shaven for once,
and between wives again. His hair is griz
zled but he is still a wiry little fellow. They
have been friends all that time, but have
never gone on an expedition together.
Now they drive north. Wildcat lights a fat
Dutch cigar while Coyote enjoys a pipeful
of his funny smoke. Two nights they camp
beside the Canadian road and then they
reach Bowron Provincial Park. They are
eager to canoe.
Wildcat knows perfectly well that there
are many portages, but he will carry with
him all the comforts of home: changes of
clothes, canned goods, whiskey, melons,
a large wooden kitchen box, a rifle —
which park regulations strictly forbid —
and ammo enough for a war.
“All your gear make me tired before we
start,” Coyote complains. “Have you
never back-packed, Wildcat?” “No mat
ter," Wildcat tells him. “I am strong, I will
carry it all."
Before they can canoe they must por
tage. The brochure says 2.4 km. “That is
far,” says Coyote. “I wouldn’t know,” says
Wildcat, “At home we speak only miles.”
Coyote squirms under his 60-pound pack
and struggles to his feet. Wildcat too car
ries such a pack, but also shoulders the
wooden provisions box. The narrow track
goes up and down, among spindly pine.
Rocks turn their ankles, roots confuse
their feet. Coyote will (puff) not (puff) be
the first to (puff) weaken. Wildcat is strong
(huhh), he needs no rest to carry these
(huhh) little things. Uphill goes the trail,
up it continues. Now it goes down a little
ways and then (puff) (huhh) up again.
After several rests, they come to the
landing. “That was the longest,” Wildcat
assures them, “The portages will be easy
after this.” “Ha,” says Coyote, “We must
make two more trips yet on this portage.”
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Wildcat cooks their dinner after a couple
of drinks. Wildcat puffs on a cheroot,
Coyote on his funny smoke, and they re
minisce.
Wildcat was a G.l. bill student and
Coyote lived by his wits and his art. Later
Wildcat went off to San Francisco and
married the angular, elegant BlackNecked Stilt, a tall bird down from Utah.
Wildcat took to high iron work, and helped
erect the San Francisco skyline. He was
the rigger who topped out the Transam
pyramid. As for Coyote, his wives
changed as often as his jobs and after
either he went off traveling.
In the morning Wildcat decides he has
to paddle back and phone Stilt, lest the
bill for the canoe surprise her. He carries
a few unnecessary things back with him.
“Take the gun back,” Coyote tells him.
“Oh no, there are bears in these woods.”
“You fear bears?” “In my house we speak
of little else,” says Wildcat.
Wildcat paddles off, and Coyote carries
his goods across the next portage. Indianpoint Lake reflects the jagged Canadian
Rockies. Other canoeists carry past
traveling light with one pack each and the
canoe between. Coyote goes back for
another load.
Four persons rush past in the wrong
direction: Wolverine growls directions at
Fisher, who shrieks a warning at his
scampering son Chipmunk, while thickset
Ox plods sullenly behind. Coyote greets
them, but they are in a great hurry, and
he learns nothing.
Wildcat finally returns from civilization,
and they complete the portage and set
up camp. Out on the lake another loon,
but this one’s cry is so plaintive and con
trapuntal that both men are struck dumb
with admiration. Truly, these are the
Canadian north woods: pristine and
romantic, yet with certified campsites and
pit toilets. The voyageurs pig-out on the
last fat melon.
In the morning they paddle Indianpoint
Lake to the third portage. On the map the
portages seem less noticeable than the
lakes. On his second trip across, Coyote
encounters shaggy Wolverine returning,
and inquires as to the events of the pre
vious day. “We took Ox back,” growls
Wolverine, baring fine white teeth. “He
was unprepared for this wilderness.
Fisher told him things would be easy.”
“Ahha.” “Fisher is a little crazy,” Wolverine
confides, kneading his black exercise
ball.
Wildcat carries again, but Coyote daw
dles. Coyote wants to carry the canoe
between them, but Wildcat declares he
can carry it easier alone. Wildcat carries
the canoe, but Coyote sulks. Wildcat must
return for the last bag. “When I told him
not to bring everything he said he would
carry his goods himself,” Coyote tells the
trees. Wildcat finishes. “When we build
skyscrapers everyone helps each other,”
he tells Coyote.
Isaac Lake is two long, narrow fjords
joined at a 90-degree turn. Above, the
Cariboo Mountains still bear the snow of
winter. At sunset they camp next to York
shire Terriers, two young visitors to
Canada, off touring. The Bowron, they
claim, is world famous, and their friends
in England envy them. Wildcat breaks out
the Hudson’s Bay rum, and they regale
those pups with tales of a certain long-forgotten war.
Next morning Isaac Lake stretches
ahead into blue haze, a shoestring scar
between the mountains. At noon, Wildcat
invites Coyote to scramble up the moun
tain and see what they can see. Coyote
inspects the trail. “This is no San Fran
cisco sandhill, Wildcat,” he warns him.
Coyote stays below to sketch.
When Wildcat returns his face wears
scratches and sweatpaths. “That was no
trail, just devil’s club and blackberry
vines.” “Harumph,” says Coyote, “Some
Coyotes are listened to when they speak.”
A little farther on they camp, and that
night Coyote smokes the last of his weed.
Next morning they encounter Boy Scouts
whose camp has been ravaged by bears.
“Graaahr!” roars Wildcat, “Arrgh!” growls
Coyote. The sprouts have lost much of
their food but their counselors are un
dismayed. Short rations and a quick trip
out, but an adventure to remember.
At the next campsite there are bear
warning signs on the trees and the tracks
of what may well be bear and moose. The
voyageurs defer lunch. Several miles on,
feeling safe with a cliff behind them, they
again encounter slim, nervous Fisher and
toothy 9-year-old Chipmunk, and hear the
saga of that party’s disintegration. Wol
verine, after much wild talk about Fisher

going crazy, tried to kidnap Chipmunk,
then fled with most of their food and gear
in his canoe. Fisher hisses with rage,
while his son’s flashing incisors confirm
the yarn.
They continue together. Wildcat and
Coyote will share food with their new
friends. Fisher and Chipmunk have only
one sleeping bag now. Wolverine took
even their extra clothes.
That evening Wildcat runs out of whis
key, and a bear rips Fisher’s tent. Fisher,
who has toured The Bowron seven con
secutive years, vows never to return to
this accursed place. Wildcat loads his rifle
and announces, “I will not be a bear’s
dinner in some mickey-mouse nature pre
serve.” The night is rainy.
The Chute is next, where Isaac Lake
goes over a rock ledge and becomes
Isaac River. Pretty young birds go through

campsite just around the bend. Out on
McCleary Lake, however, Wildcat keeps
paddling along. “Over there,” says
Coyote. “Oh no, farther along.” A little
ways, then, “We go too far, Wildcat.” “Oh
no,” Wildcat responds, “I know where he
said.” Coyote throws down his paddle.
“You treat me like your wife Stilt, but I am
a man, we are here together as equals."
“Oh, what’s the matter, Coyote? You are
just bothered because your funny smoke
ran out. We shall look and see.” They
look, and see Fisher, far back, already
landing in camp. Silently they paddle
back.
Only camp mouse visited them that
night.
McCleary Lake is next, which at its
lower end joins the Cariboo River, a shal
low, wide-curved stream. They hardly
notice taking the larger left-hand channel,

“Look, Coyote, theyhaveplacestoleanyourboatinthiswilderness.Iamtesting
it." “I will test thegrounditself, “pants Coyote, andliesdown.

without difficulty, but Wildcat decides they
will portage their baggage. “Oh, Wildcat,
you make me tired,” Coyote thinks aloud.
They pack their goods to the lower end
of The Chute. “Maybe we should carry
the canoe around too,” Coyote rags him.
“Humph,” says Wildcat.
The Chute is so easy they carry the
canoe back up and run it twice, but while
they are doing so, the bear reappears in
camp. Fisher sees him rear, tall as a man
with glistening teeth and musky odor.
Fisher is frightened, solely on Chipmunk’s
account, of course, and wants them to
stay close. The four reload their goods
below the Chute and speed down The
Roller Coaster, a series of fast riffles, then
pull hard for shore. Below are The Cas
cades, a boiling rock stew lined with hulks
of wrecked canoes. No one makes it

but coming round the lower end of the
island they encounter shipwrecked
Wolves. Three tall, rawboned young pals,
summer busboys and desk clerks at Banff
Hot Springs, have gone off on a lark,
rented a canoe, and hurried round The
Bowron. The right-hand passage looked
fine until the Wolves saw the log jam
blocking the channel. They hit it sideways
and the river sucked the canoe under.
Loupie jumped on the log, but Canis was
dumped in the water and was nearly
pulled under. Those two stayed to sal
vage what gear they could, while Wulfisch
trotted on ahead seeking help.
Wildcat and Coyote make sure that
Canis and Loupie have food and clothes
for a day or two, then hurry off for aid.
Several miles farther on they find Wulfisch
strolling along, in shorts and tank top,

“OhWildcat, youmakemenotorious. ”
“Besilent, Coyote, wearefamousaroundtheseparts. “
through The Cascades.
Wildcat meets bear at the lower end of
the portage. Most of their goods and food
are spread out around Wildcat. The bear
rears, flexing its claws. Wildcat digs for
his rifle. The bear shows its teeth and
circles closer. He can’t find it. The snorting
bear keeps coming. At last he finds it.
Bear says “whuf.” Wildcat fires into the
air. Bear edges closer. He fires into a tree
alongside its head. The bear drops to all
fours and scampers off.
When Coyote arrives at the end of the
portage he hears about it from Wildcat.
“I miss all the excitement,” Coyote com
plains. Fisher is unnerved. He refuses to
return for his goods without an armed
guard. Wildcat accompanies Fisher and
son, leaving Coyote to sit on the food.
“Hey, you fat ugly bear," Coyote shouts,
“come on down and we’ll dance.” Bear
says nothing. “I eat bears like you for
lunch.” Nothing. Coyote keeps shouting,
but that coward bear never responds.
They set off again. Fisher knows a good

without food, knife, matches or extra
clothing. They take him aboard.
With three paddles working they fly
down slick, blue-jello Lanezi Lake, re
galed by randy tales of sex and recrea
tional drugs at Banff resort. Glacier-dappled peaks tower close by. Lanezi Lake
becomes Sandy Lake, and they come
upon the tents of other canoeists, who
tell them there are rangers 5 km. ahead.
Coyote stays to set up camp, while
Wildcat and one of the others hurry Wulf
isch on.
Wildcat paddles tirelessly and they
reach the ranger cabin before dark. Wise
old ranger Raccoon tosses Wildcat’s
canoe across his motorboat’s bow and
putt-putts back to camp at dusk. He’ll sniff
out the Wolves tomorrow at first light. By
then it is raining, and everyone retreats
into their tents. All night long it rains, and
Coyote recalls that it was hot and dry at
home. “Puddle City people don’t need to
come to rainy places in summer,” he
growls at Wildcat.

The next morning, Fisher suggests a
hike up to picturesque Hunter Lake. The
sky is big with thunderheads as they pad
dle across Sandy Lake to the trailhead.
Climbing up the trail they encounter stout,
easy-mannered young Smokey Bear, and
Wildcat has to hide his rifle. Hunter Lake
turns out to be a weed-choked nothing,
and on the way down Smokey makes his
move, neatly confiscating the illegal
weapon. He lets it be known that the au
thorities have had their eyes on the two
greybeards all along.
It rains as they re-cross the lake. A few
miles farther, at Babcock Creek, Fisher
and Chipmunk depart, hurrying onward
to safety. Wildcat and Coyote detour to
view the falls of the Cariboo. They are
not sorry to see Fisher and son go. “Trou
ble befalls us when we are with that little
dude,” Wildcat observes.
The falls are high, misty and loud. They
camp at Unna Lake. The shelter cabin
there is thickly carved with names of trav
elers, and within are model birchbark
canoes, drawings on shelf fungus, carv
ings, ships in bottles, and the graffiti of a
thousand storm-trapped days, ranging
from cryptic name and date to extrava
gant paeans of delight about The Bowron.
The Rangers assemble such items there.
Camped nearby are Elk and Mule Deer,
long-legged, thick-chested outdoorsmen
of peaceful mein, who make it clear that
Coyote and Wildcat have not gone unob
served by their fellow voyageurs. Several
travelers have told them of the two old
farts with their wooden food box, melons,
rum bottles, fabulous cooking utensils,
and of the rifle, shots fired and ranger's
confiscation. “Oh Wildcat, you make me
notorious.” “Be silent, Coyote, we are
famous around these parts.”
Next comes Babcock Creek, a marshy
place, where they must wade and drag
their boat by rope. “Look, Coyote, Hum
phrey Bogart and the Canadian Queen.”
“Pull harder, Wildcat, this water is icy.”
Babcock Creek becomes Babcock Lake,
in the middle of which it rains. “Why didn't
you warn me this was the interior rain belt
of B.C.?"
They complete the last of the portages
and reach stringbean-shaped Spectacle
Lake. They detour into a swamp to ob
serve river otters at play and bald eagles.
“This is more like it," Wildcat purrs. “Wil
derness wahooo!” howls Coyote. They
speed past several attractive campsites.
“Why are we hurrying so?” asks Coyote.
“I am not hurrying,” claims Wildcat. They
pass a splendid campsite. “The wind
blows this camp free of mosquitoes,"
Coyote observes. “We shall find better
ones ahead,” Wildcat decides.
The next campsite is already loud with
mosquitoes. Too late to go forward, too
tired to turn back, they daub themselves
with repellent, and cook dinner. They sit
on the beach, they back out into the water,
they discuss each other’s faults at consid
erable length. Only the tent saves them.
They climb carefully inside and are at last
safe from those murderous bloodsucking
bastards.
In the morning, Coyote sees a dark
shape across the lake, and runs for his
binoculars. It is indeed a bull moose.
Never have National Geographic photog
raphers paddled more carefully. To the
moose it must seem a curiously shaped
log floating speedily closer. Eyeball to
liquid brown eyeball at 50 feet, Wildcat
cranks off snapshots. The moose lifts his
big nose from the rich grass only to be
more picturesque.
The voyageurs paddle down Spectacle
Lake and Swan Lake to Bowron River,
then out on Bowron Lake itself. Now, even
a cow moose across a marsh hardly in
terests them. They speed down the last
lake with the wind at their back, and pull
up smartly at the dock, a couple of
hundred yards from where they left the
car 11 days before. They have paddled
106 km. and carried 10. More important,
part of a bottle of brandy remains intact
in the rig. Wildcat has to retrieve his rifle
at Park Headquarters, but he doesn’t
have to pay anything. Indeed, Wildcat
claims the rangers understood entirely his
desire to protect himself.
“Wildcat will not be trifled with by any
bear," he announces, beer and cigar in
hand at the sauna in Wells, B.C., enjoying
city pleasures in the Canadian north
woods. “We are going on now,” Coyote
announces, “but all you other creatures
stay just as you are, in case we want to
come back.”
■
Rick Rubin is a Portland writer
T. Michael Gardiner is a Seattle artist.
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F o u r F a l l P r e m i e r e s !!

100 Movie Stars... Like
You've Never Seen Them
Before!

MONROE!
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ON HIGHWAY
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SATISFYING!”
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—Vincent Canby, New York Times

“BEST PICTURE OF THE YEAR:’
—L.A. Times

“ ★★★★. A MASTERPIECE! ‘COUP
DE TORCHON’ IS CLEARLY THE
YEAR’S FINEST FOREIGN MOVIE!”
—Richard Freedman, Newhouse Newspapers

“TOUGH, SMART AND
MARVELOUSLY UNPREDICTABLE:’
—Richard Schickel, Time Magazine
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BERTRAND TAVERNIER’S

COUP DE TORCHON
(CLEAN SLATE)
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